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THE :TATIONER 
TO THE READER. 


N His being one e # ihe Authors 


1 4 — $1 Poems, war comprſed 


2 * u jeeres agene; and un- 
> þ 7 V7 — 4 to * gotten out of 
Wa hi cuſtalie by an acquaintance 
he. Ard comming {ately to 
2 — wit haut a Newe, it was thought to 
bave ſo much reſemblance of the Maker, that 
mary, upon the firſt ſight, undertookg to gueſſe 
who was Author of it: Aud, perſwaded that it 
was likely alſo, to become profitable both to them 
and me. 
Whereupou, I got it authorized, according to 
Order: intending i - pabliſh it, without furtber 
inquiry. Bur, attaining by chance a more perfect 


| knowledge to whom it moſt properly —_ 


Pl 

"7 4 
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| To the Reader. 

I thdught it fitting to acquaint him therewithall 
And 44 hy e alſo, both bis good will ts 
publiſh the ſame, and leave to paſſe it under by 
Name. Beth which I found him very nuwils 
to permit; left the ſcemir g /ightueſſe of ſach 4 
Subject, wighs ſomewhat diſparage, the more 
ſiriaus Studies, which he hath ſince undertaken, 

Tet, doubting (ths being got out of bu Cu- 
ſtodie) ſore impe fefler Copies migbt hereaf- 
ter be ſcattered abroad in writing, or, be, un- 
knowne to bim, imprinted: He was pleaſed (up- 
on my importunities) to condeſc end that it might 
be publiſhed, wit haut bis Name. And his word: 
were theſe, - | 
« When (ſaid hee) I firſt compoſed it, I well li- 
Ched thereof, and at well enough became my 
6 3eares: but now, I netther ike, vor diſlike it. 
& That (therefore) it ſboula be divulged, I deſin 
et not: and whether it be, or whether (if it happen 
t ſe) it be approved or no, | cate not, For this 
& / am ſure of : bowſoever it be valued, wi 
6 worth armuch as [prize it at: likelyit ic allo 
«© ro be as beneficial ts the World, a5 the world 
© ath beene 10 me; and will be more then that 
© wbolike it not, ver deſerved at my handr, 


Theſe were hu ſpeec het: «And (if you {ooked | 


fora Prologue) tba me be willcd mee te tel 
| Ju 


| 


To theReader: 


Joug bu ſtead thereof: becauſe (as be ſaid) hee 
limſelfe had ſomewhat elſe to doc. Net, (to ac- 
knowledge the truth) [was ſo earneſt with him, 
that 44 huſie as hee would ſeeme to br, 1 got him 
to write thu Epiltle for me: and have thereunto 
ſet my Name, Which, he wiſhed me to confeſſe * 
Party to avoid the occaſion of belying my Inven- 
tion, 44d partly becauſe he thought ſome of you 
wenld ſuppoſe {9 much. 

{ entreated him to explain his meaning ,in cer · 
taine obſcure paſſages. But, he told mee, bon that 
were to tałe away the employment of his Inter- 
preters: Whereas he would purpoſely leave ſome- 
what remaining donbrfull ts ſee what Sir Politick 
Would be, and bis Companions aul picks ont 
of ut, 

[ deſired him alſo, to ſet downe, to what good 
purpoſes, this Poeme wenld ſerve. But his reply 
Was: How that mould be wellenongh found out, in 
the peruſing, by all ſuch as had hoxeft underſtan- 
dings: ard they who are not ſo provided; he hopes 
will not reade it. More I cold not get from hie. 

Wheaker therefore, tb Miſtreile of Phil a- 
rete, bereally a Woman, ſhadowed under the 
name of Virtue : or Virtue oxely, whoſe loveli- 


! . | 
| neſſe is repreſented by the Beanty of an excellent 


Weman : Or, whether i meane both together, 


To theReader, 


I cannot tell you, Bat, bus much I dare promiſe 
for your money ;1 hat here Jon [att finde faumiliær- 
by expreſſed, bor h ſuch Beauties as yorg men, are 
moſt intangled withall; and the excollency allo of 
ſuch, as are moſt wor thy their affechun. That. ſees 
ing beth im partially ſet forth, by him that was ca- 
pable of both, they might the better ſettle their 
love on the beſt. 

Hereby alſo, thiſe Women, who Aire to be 
truely beloved, may know what abet em /oto 


be. And ſeeke to acquire theſe accompliſhments | 


of the Minde, which mey endeare them, when 
the ſweeteſt Featwes of a beautrſu! Face, hf 
be converted into D formuties, And here 15 de- 
ſeribed, that Lovelineſſe of t heirt, which # the 
principall object of wanton affection, to no worſe 
end: but that theſe, who would never have look! 
on ths Poeme ( Virtue and Gootnelle had 
beene therein, nootherwiſe repreſented, then as 
they are objects of the Sculi) might, where thiy 
expected the ſatiiſaction of their fenſualitie onely; 
meet with that alſo, which world ivſinuate into 
them, an apprehenſion F more reaſonable, and 
moſt excellent perfection. Je a, whereas the com. 
mon opinion of I outh hath been; that, oncly old 
men, and ſuc h as are unable, or paſt delig hing in 
a bodily lowelineſſe, are thoſe whoa e beſt capable 


To the Reader: 


of the Mindes perfeftionss » And that they dee 
therefore ſo much preferre them before the ather; 
becanſe their Age or ſtupiditie bath deprived 
thew of being ſenſible what pleaſures they yceid. 
& Thong h, this be the vulger erronry yet here it 
. | ſhall appeare, that he, who was able to conceive 
„ the moſt excellent pleaſingneſſe, which conld bee 
apprehended in 4 Corporall Beautie; found it 
» | (evenwhenhe wat moſt enamour'd with it ) farre 
, | ſhort of that mutxpreſſible ſwoetuoſſe, which hee 
; | diſcovered ina vertnom and well tempered Diſ- 
8 poſition, And if this be net worth your money, 
| | Keepeit, 


JoRN MARRI Or. 


HIS MISTRESSH. 


Hf ile, thou faireſt of all Creatures, 
Vpon whom the Sun doth ſhine: 
CHModci of all rareſt Features, 
And perfections moſt divine. 
Thrice 44 haite: And bleſſed be 
Thoſe that love and honour thee. 


Of thy worth, this rurall Stor ie, 

Thy unworthy Swaine hath pend : 

And, to thy ne're-cncling glory, 

Theſe plaine Numbers doth commend. 
Which, enſuing Times ſhall Warble, 
When ' tis loſt, that's writ in Marble, 


Though thy praiſe and high deſervings 
Cannot all, be here expreſt: 
Yet, my love, and true-obſcrvings, 
Someway, ought to be proteſt. 
And, where greateſt love we ſee, 
Higheſt things attempted be. 


JL 
LEH 5 l B 


PHILARETE TO 


Zy thy Beanie, J have gained. 
Jo behold, the beſt perfections: 
By thy Love, I have obtained, 
To enioy the beſt affections. 
And my tongue to ſing thy praiſe, 
Love, and Beautic, thus doth raiſe, 


What, although in ruſticke ſhaddowes, 
I, a Shephcarcis breeding had? 
And, confined to theſe Meadowes: 
So, in home- ſpun Ruſſet clad ?? 
Such as I, have now and then, 
Dar'd as much, as greater men, 


Though a ſtranger to the Muſes, 
| Young, obſcured, and deſpis d: 
Yet, ſuch Art, thy Love infuſes, 
Thar, I, thus, have Poctiz'd. 
Read, and be content to ſee, 
Thy admired Power 1g me, 


| And, oh grant, thou Sweereſt Beautic, 
(Wherewith ever Earth was graC't) 
That this Trophee of my Durie, 

lay with Favour be unbrac't : 
And diſdlaine not, in theſe Rymee, 
To be ſung, to after-Times, 


Let thoſe doters en Apol/le, 
That adore the Moſes ſo, 
(And, like Geeſe, each other follow ) 
See, what Love alone, can doe. 

For, in Love. lagen; Grove, and Field; 


Nor to Schooles, nor Courts will yeeld, 


On this Glaſſe of thy perfection, 

If that any Nomen pry; 

Let them thereby Ele direction, 

To adorne themſelves thereby. 
And, if ought amiſſe they view, 
Let them drefſe themle}ves anexw. 


Yorng mer, {hall by this, acquainted 
With the trueſt Beate: grow: 
So, the Counterfeit, or painted, 


They may ſhun, when them they know. 


But the Wap, all will not find : 
For, ſome eyes have, yet are blind, 


Thee, entirely, I have loved, 

So, thy Sweernefſe, on me wrought; 

Yet, thy Beautie never mooved, 

Ill temptations, in my thought, 
But, (till did thy #eautres Ray, 
Sun-like, drive thoſe Foggs away. 


Thoſe 


ſe 


| Thoſe, that M1$TRESSES are named, 


And for that, ſuſpected be; 

Shall not need to be aſhamed, 

If they patterne take by thee. 
Neither ſhall their Sz xv AN Ts feare, 
Favours, openly to weare. 


Thou, to no man favour daineſt, 
But what's fitting to beſtow; 
Neither, Servants entertaineſt, 
That can ever wanton grow. 
For, the more they looke on thee, 
Their Deſire. ſtill bettered be. 


This, thy Pi ure, therctore ſhow I 
Naked unto every eye. 
Yet, no feare of Rive//knony I, 
Neither touch of calouſie. 
For, the more malte love to thee, 
I the more ſhall pleaſed be. 


aw 
” . 


I, am no Italian Lover, 

That will mewe thee in a Tayle; 

But, thy Beawtie I dilcover, 

Enbif-like, without a vaile. 

It, thon mayſt be wonne away; 
Winne and ware thec,he that may. 


Yo, 


— 


* I 0 


— ä 


Yet, in this thou mayeſt beleeve me; 
(So indifferent though I ſeeme) 
Death with tortures would not grieve mee, 
More then loſſe of thy eſteeme, 

For, if VI Rr vB me forſake; 

All, a ſcorne of me will make. 


Then, as Jon Thee relying, 

Doe no — feare in Thee: 

So, by my defects ſupplying, 

From all changing, keepe thou me. 
That, unmatched we may prove 
Thou, for, Beautie I, for Love. 


Then, while their Loves, are forgotten, 
Who to Pride, and Luſt were ſlaves; 
And, their Mesſtreſſe: quite rotten, 
Lye unthought on, in their 2 
Kings and Queenes (in their deſpiglit) 
Shall, to mind us, take delight. 
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F. 


FAIRE-VIRTVE: 


OR, | 
THE MISTRESSE OF 


PHII'ARE TE,. 


Wo pretty Kills doe meet, aud meeting mae 
Within one vally, a large fi ver lake ; : 
About whoſe baxkes the fertile morn: aines ſtocd, 
ly ages paſſed bravely crownd with wo; 
lach lending Cold ſmeet ſhadows, gave it grace, 
Tobe accounted Cynthia's Bathing place. 
ad from her father Neprunes brack'ſh Court, 
fee Theris thither often would reſort, 
F. Hendl by tbe F ſhes of the Se2, 
- n thoſe [weeter waters came to p. 
There, would the daughter of the Sea · God dive; 
And thithes came the Land- Nymphs every Eve, 
Towait upon ber: bringing for her bei,, 
Ricb garland offw:et flowers, and hesch bon? bs, N 
| "or, 
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THE MISTRESSE 


For, pleaſant was that Poole and net re it, tben, 
nas neither rotten Meſh, nor boggy Fen. 
Ii was not over with beyſtrous Sedge, 
Nor grew there rudely then along the edge, 
A bending illom, nor a pricky Buſb, 
Nor boa ef d Flag, nov Reed, nor knotty Ruſb. 
But ber, well order d was a grove with Bowers . 
7 biee graſſy plots ſet round about with Fl: wers, 
Here, you might ( through the water) ſie the land, 
Appare, (trewd ot with white or yellow ſand, 
Town, deeper was it; and ihe winde by whiffes. 
Wenuld make it riſe, and waſh the litile clifjes, 
On which, ft pluming jaie (unſrighted bar. ) 
The gagling Wildgooſe, and the ſnow white wan: 
uuh all thoſe flockts of Fowles, wbic h io this day, 


V pon thoſe quet waters breed, and play. 


For, hough thoſe excellenc.s want ing be, 
Which once it had; it # the ſame that we 
Py tranſpoſition name the Ford of A ile. 
And out of which along a Chalky Marle, 
That River trils, whoſe waters waſh the Borr, 
In which brave Arthur pt bis royal, Court: 
North-taſt(not far from tbr: g eat Poole) there lits 
A tract of Beethy mountaines, that ariſe 
With ieaſurely ajcending to ſuch height, 
As from their tops the wa rie Ile of Wight 
You in the Oceans boſon;e may eſpie, 
Though ncere two hundred furlongs thence it le. 
The pleaſant way, as up thoſe kils you clime, 
Is t::wed o're, with Marjarome ani Thyme. 
Which grows 1 naſet. Ihe udge rowes do not want 
The Cowſl.p, Viaiet, Primroſe nw a Plant, 
That fr (b3 ſcen's as Birth both ee xe and tall, 
Low Sallowis, on whoſe bloom;nez Bets due fall, 


? 


Faitt 


OF PHIL ARETE, 

Faire  oodbinds, whith about the beuges twine; 

Smooth Privet, and the ſharpe-ſweet Eglantine, 

Vith man} moe, whoſe leaves and bloſſomes fare, 

The Earth adorne, and oft perfumes the axe. 
n hen you uns the 


doe attame; 
An inter mixture both of #ood and Plaine, 
Tow ſball brbold; which ( aloft it tye) 
Hab downes for ſbeepe, and fields for butbandry. 
So much (at leaſt ) as little neeueih more, 
If nos enough to mercbandzxe their flore. 
In every Rowe bath Nature planied there, 
Some banquet, for the hung paſſenger. 
For here, the Haſle nut and Filbwd grow: 5; 
There Bulloes,and a little further Sloes- 
on this hand ſtandei h « faire tilding tree; 
0n that, large chickets of blacke Cherries be? 
The (hrubbie fields, are Raſpice Orchards there, 
The new fel woods, like Strabery gardens are: 
And, bad the King ot tvivers bleſt tboſe hils 
With ſome ſmall uumber of ſuch p: etty Rills 
As flow elſi where, Arcadia bad not ſeene 
A weeter plot of Earth then this had beene, 
For whit offence this Place was ſ aned ſo 
0/[pringi1 g 82/618, us record doth ſhum: 
Nor hade they cld tradition left, that els; 
Bai lili this day, at fiftie fathame Wels 
The Sbepheards drink And [lrangeu was to beare 
Of any * waine that euer lived there, 
Who either is & Paſtoral) Ode bad ill, 
07 knew to ſet his fingers to a quill: 
For, rude th'y were who 4bere inhabited, 
And io a dull cant ut being brad, 
They no ſuch art eſteem d, nar tooke uc h heed 
of azz thing the world without them did. 
E 


THE MHISTRE SSN 
Ern therez and in theleaſt frequeni et plact 
of all theſe — — — 
Of pleaſant | * cer 
—— ſo thic ke, that Phœbus /tairety {res : 
The earth they grow an once im all the yeere, 
Nor what is done among the ſhadowes there, 
Along thoſe louely pathes (where never came 
Report of Pan, or of Apollo's name, 
Nor rumor of the Muſes, till of late) 
Some Nymphs were wandring, and by chance ay Fats, 
V pon « Laund ariwed, where they mei | 
The little flocke of Paſtor Philarer. 
They, were a troupe of Beauties hnowne well vie)) 
T lrough all the Plaines of happy Brite: ny, 
A Shepbeards lad was he, obſcure and yours, 
Who (being firſt that ever there bad ſung) 
In homely Verſe, expreſſed (ountry loves; 
And onely told them io the Beth groves 
As if to ſound hu name be never ment, 
Beyond tht compaſſe that his Sheep walke went. 

They ſaw not him, nov thtm perctivid he: 
For, in the ranches of a Maple tree 
He ſhrouded ſate, ana taught the bo lo bill 
To Eccho forth the Maſque of bis quill : 
Whoſe tatlyng voyce redoubitd ſo the ſound | 
7 bat where be was conceald, they quick'y found. 
And there, they heerd him ſing a Mad igall; 
That ſoot bttrajed his timing to them all. 

Full rude it was no daubt, but {uch « Sony, 
Thaſe ruſtiche, and obſcured ſhades amunę, 
u never beard (ibs ſay) by any vere; 
Uniill his Muſes bad inſpir'd him there. 
Though meane and plain, his Country habit ſermn'd, 
ret by bis Song. the Ladies rightly deem d. "a | 


al 


OF PHIL ARETE, 


That either he bad travailed abrade, 
Where Swaines of better knowledge make abode : 


Or elſe that ſome brave Nymph, who u d that G rove, 


Had dai ned to i rich him with her lobe. 
Approaching nearer, therefore to this Sw,H:, 

They him ſalalidʒ and be them againe ; 

la ſuch good faſhion, as well ſtemd to be 

According co their ſtate aud his digte. 

bb greetings, being paſſed, and much chat, 
(01:e-nng him, tbe place, with this and that; 
He, 10 an Arbor doth . hoſe beauties bring; 

here, be them prayes to ſit, hey him to ing: 
And tg cxpri e that untought ( onntry Art, 

In ſei ting forth the Miſtreſſe of his bart; 

Thich they o'rebeard bim pratiiſe, when unſeene, 
He (Hough na eare bad of it witxeſſe bee n. 

At firft (a much wnabls) be reſus d, 

And [eemea willing ta have been excu d, 

From ſuch a ta, For, truſt me Nymphs (quoth be) 
I-would wot purpoſely uncivill be, 

Nor charliſhi in denying what you crave; 

Ea'; as I bope Great Pan my flocks will ſave, 
aber wiſh, that 1 might beard of none, 

Fncy my Muſick by my elf alone : 

Ur, ibat the murmurs of ſame little Floud ' 
(loyad with tbe friendly Ecchoes of the wood ) 
Might be th' impartial Y mpives of my wit, 

Then vent 14, where th world might beare of it. 
And doubileſſe, P had ſung leſſe lou while-ere, 
Had I but tbought of any ſuch ſo neer. 

Not that 1 either wiſh obſturifide, 

hier matchleſſe Beauty; er defire to hide 

Her [wet per feftions. For, by Love I ſwore, 
The ximoſt bappin- ſe that I me at hire, 
E 2 
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THE MISTRESSE 


Ii but tocompaſſe winth to raiſe 

A bigh-built 1 rophee equall with ber praiſe. 

» bub (taireft Ladies) 1 ſball bope in vaiut: 

For, I was meanly bred in youder Plaine. 

4nd, though I can well prove my Bloud to be 
Deriv d from no jenoble S tems to me: 

Tet Fate and Time them ſo obſcur d and croſt, 
1bat with their Fortunes, their eſteeme is loft. 
And Whatſoere repute 7 ſtrive to win, 

Now, from my ſelfe alone, it muſt begin. 

For, 1 bave nor eſtate, nor friends, nor fame, 

Ze purchaſe either credit to my name, 

Or gains a good Opinion; though 7 doe 

Aſcend the height I ſhall aſpire unto, 

Tf any of thoſe virtues jet I bave, 
Which bonour io my Predeceſſou's gave, 
Ther tall that's laſt me. And though ſome contewmne 
Such needy lewels; yet ii was for them 
My Faire- one did my bumble ſuit affect, 
And dained my adventurous love re ſpect. 
And by ibeir belpe, 1 plage hope to make 
Through ſuch poore things as 1 dare wnder take. 
But, you may ſay; what good!y thing, alas 

Can my deſpiſed meanneſſe bring to paſſe ? 
Or what great M onument of bonour raiſe 
To Virtue, is theſe Vice abeanaing dayes ? 
In which (a tbouſaud times) more boxour finds, 
Iguoble gotten mantis, thin noble minds? 
Indied, t be world off oordetb [mall reward 
Fer honeſt minds; and therefore Her regard 
I [eche not after: neither doe J care, 
II bave bliſſe, ham olbers thinke 1 fare. 
For, ſo my ibpugbis have reſt, it yrkes not me, 
- Though none bu I, doe know bow bliſt ibi be, 
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OF PHILARFTE; 


Here there fore, in theſegyoves and hidden plants, 
1 pleaſed ſit alone; and many ftraines 
I carroll to my ſelfe, theſe bills among : 
Where no man comes to interrupt my Song. 
whereas, if my rude layes make knowne I fd, 
Beyo:d their bome; perhaps, ſome Carpers would 
(Becauſe they have wat heard from whence they be) 
Traduce, abuſe, audſcoffe both them and me. 
For, if our great and learned Shtpheards (wh? 
Are grac't with wit, and fame, and favours to,) 
With much adoe, eſcape uncenſur d may; 
What hopes have I 10 paſſe unſcoft I pray, 
bo yet unto the Muſes am uwnknowne ? 
And live unbonowed, here among mine e ? 
Ataddiug humour ſeldome taketh me, 
To range out further then you mountaines be: 
Nor bath applauſsue Rumour borne my name 
Vpox the [preading wings of ſounding Fame. 
Nor can I tink: ({aire Nywphs) that you reſort 
For other purpoſe, then io make a fort 
At that ſimplicitie which ſhall appeare 
Among tbe rude untutor'd Shephearus here. 
I know that you my Noble Miſtrefle weene 
At beſt, a burn:ly Milk maid on the Green; 
Or ſome ſuch ( ountyy Laſſe, as teshed ſtajes 
Atſervile labour untill Holy daes. 
For, poore mens vertuts ſo neglefted grow, 
And are now prized at a rate ſo le. 
And tis impoſſivle, You ſhould be brought, 
To let it with beleefe poſſeſſe your thought, 
That any Nymph, whoſe lave might worthy 
Would daigne to caſt reſpective eye on me, 
You ſee I live, poſſe ſung nove of thoſe | 
Gay things, with which tbe world tum A grows. 
E3 
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THE MISTRESSE 


To was a Courtl) Brautie; I bave neither 
Rings, Brace'ets, Iewtls, nor a Scarfe, nor Feather. 
F uſe no donble dyed Cloth io weare; 
No Scrip embroyaered richly do 7 beare : 
No flken Belt, nor Sheepbook layd with pearles, 
To win me favour from the Sbepbeardi Gults. 
No place of oſſice, or command I cen, 
But ibis my little flocke of bomely ſhecp. 
And in 4 word; the ſumme of all my) pe 
Is ibs; I am the Maſter of my ſelt. 

No doubt, in Courts of Princes you baut been, 
And all tbe pliaſures of the Palace ſeen. 
There, you bubeld brave Courtly paſſages, 
Zawcen Hercts and their ade 
Ton, there perhaps (in preſence of the King) 
Haus beard bis learned Bards and Poets fing. 
And what couteytment then, can wood, or field, 
To pleaſe your curiaus underſtandings yeeld 7 
I know, you walked licher, but to prove, 
What ſilly Shepbeardt doe conceive of love : 
Or to make triall bow aur ſmpleneſſe 
Can paſſions farce, er Beauties power expreſſc: 
And when you are departed, you will iey, 
To laugh, or deſcant on the Shepbtards bey. 

But yet (1 vow) if ali the Ar: 1 had 
Could any more eſteem, or glory add 
To ber unmatched worth; F could no! weigh 
i bat you intended, Prec hes lad,quath ibiy, 
Diſtyuſſ full of our (aurtefie do not ſeem. 
Her Nobleneſſecan never w int eſteeme; 
Nor (by concealed Meaſuresbe diſeyac's, 
Though in a means? perſon they were plac t. 
If thy too modiſi yreſerved Quill, 
Bus reath that beight, which we [wppoſeit wil. 


Thy 
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The meanne(ſe or ob{cureneſſe cannot wrong, 
The Nymph thou ſhalt eternixe in thy Seng. 
For, as it bigher reares thy glory that 

A noble Miltreiſe thou baft aymed at: 

$9, more unto her honour it wi prove, 

That whilf? dece:ving ſhadewes others move, 
Her conſtant eyes, coula paſſe unmoved by, 
The ſubiill times bewitebing bravery; 0 
And iboſe obſcured virtues love Th thre, 

That with deſpiſed meanne (ſe tlowied be. ab 
Now then, i ber [r2etTake, whoſe Beautiond ej 
Hath fi led thy ſoul: with beauty Potſie, 
| d ing in her praiſe ſamemew mſpired ſtraime _—_ 

And, if within our awer there forll e, 0 
A favour io be done may pleaſury att” SE 
dike, and obtain it, what/dhe it M. „ 

Faire Ladies,queth the lad. fur Worth a tbr, 
Compell me can: and, therewithallbe roſt; 


Retura'd them thatks,ebtiſente watt, and char, 
Down ſaue again, and — e. 4 : | 


unn. 


Eure 
— 


— — 


r 


| 


| 
| 
| 
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e V, that at a bluſh can tell, 

A Where the beſt perfection dwell; 
And the ſubſtance can conjecture, 
By a ſhadoy, or a Picture: 

Come, and try, if you by this; 

Know my Mifireſſe, whe ſhe is. 
For, though I am farre unable 

Here to match Apelles table, 

Ot draw Zruxes, cunning Lines, 
Who ſo painted Baccbus Vines, 
That the bungry Birds did muſter; 


Round the counterfeited Cluſter. 

Though, I vaunt not to inherit, 

Petrarchs, yet deen e ; 

Nor ” affe che ſacred is ell, UN 

Halfe ſo dee pe as Aſtrophill ; 

Though, the much commendcd Celis, 

Lovely Laura, Stella, Das, 

Who informer times excell d) 

Live in Lines unparaled; 

Making usbelecye twere much, 

Earth ſhould yeeld another ſuch; 
Yet, aſſiſted but by Nature, 

J aſſay to paint a Creature, 

Whole rare worth, in furure yeeres, 

Shall be prays'd, as much as theirs; 

Nor let any thinke amiſſe, 

That 1 — — = : 

For, a gentle Nywpb is 

And — ma. 

Shee's a noble ſparke of light, 

In each part ſo exquißt, 
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Had ſhe in rimes paſſed beene, 

They had made her beauties Queeneg 
Then, ſhall cowardly deſpaire, 

Let the moſt unblemiſhrfeire, 

For default ef ſome poore Arr 

(Which her favour may impart) 

And the ſweeteſt Beauty fade, 

That was ever borne or made? 

Shall, of all che faire ones, ſhe 

Onely ſo unhappy bez 

As to live in ſuch a Time, 

In ſo rude, ſo dull a Clime, 

Where no ſpirit can alcend 

High enough, to 

53 un — — 

Which lies hid from common ſenſe ? 

Never ſhall a ſtaine ſo vile, 5 


- Blemiſh this, our P oets Ile. 


I my ſelfe, will rather runne, 

And ſeeke our for Helicon, 

I, will waſh, and make me cleane, 

Ia the waves of H ippocrene : 

And in ſpight of Fortunes barres, 
Climbe the Hill that braves the ſtarres. 
Where, if I can get no Muſe 

That will any skill infuſe, 

(Or my juſt attempt prefer) 

I will ezake a AMu/e of Her: 


, Whoſe kind heat ſhall ſoone diſtill, 


Art, into my :uder quill. 
By her faycur, I will gaine 
Helpe, to reach ſorare a Straint : 
That the learned Hail! wonder, 
How the untavght v. Ilics under, 

L 5 


Mct 


Met with Raptures ſo divine; . 


Piping on the lowly plane, 
And no other Mufique can. 
Then what learn'd I have of Pan. 
I, who never ſung the Lajee, 
That deſerye Apollo's bay ess 


| 


Hope not onely, here to frame, waged. 


Meaſures, which ſhall keep Her name 
From the ſpight of waſting Times, 
Bur (enſhrin'd in ſacred Kimes) 
Place her, where her forme divine, 
Shall to after ages ſhive ; 
And without te ſpe of Odds, 
Vye renowne with Dem G 
Theu, whilſt of het praile I fing, 
Harken, Valiy, Grove, and Spring; 
Liſten to me ſacred Fowntaines, 
Solitary A ocks and Meuntainer: 
Saures, and you wantyn EK, 
Thar doe nightly ſport your elves. 
Sbepbeards, you that on the Rede, 
WhiGle while your lambs doe fed: 
Aged Woods, and Floudi, that know, 
What hath been long times agoe. 
Your more ſerious Notes among, 
Heare, how I can in my Song. 
Seta Nympis perfection forth 
And, hen you have heard her worth: 
Say, if ſuch another Laſſe, 
Ever knowne to mortall was. 
Liſten Lordings,you that moſt 
Of your eurmard honourtboaſtz 
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Without knowledgeofetiN am 4. 
I, that am a 


aA A „ 


Py — © ry £©A 2 


And you Gallants; that thinke ſcorne, 

We rolowly forrunes borne, 

Should attaine to any graces, | 

Where, youlooke far ſweet embraces, 
Sec, if all thoſe yaniries, 

Whereon your a ffection lies. 

Or the Titles, or the power 

By your Fathers vei tues your, 

Can your Miſtreſſes enſhrine, 

Inſuch ſtate, as L will mins: 

Who am forced, to importune 

Fayours, in deſpight of Fortunes - 
beauties liſten; chiefly you, 

That yet know not Virtues due. 

Tou, that thinke there are noſports, 

Nor no honours but in Corrs. 

(Though of thouſands there lives not 

Two, but dye and are forgot:) 

See, if any Palace yeelds 

Ought mate glorious, then the Fields. 

And confider wel}, if we 

May not as high flying be 

In our though: s, as you that fing 

ja the Chambers of a King 

See; if our contented minds, 

Whom Ambition never blinds x 

(We, that clad in home ſpun gray, 

On our owne ſweet Mcadowes play) 

Cannot honour (if we pleaſe) 

Where we lift as well as theſe, 

Or as well of worchapprove, 

Or with equ I paſſions love. 

See, if beauties may not touch 

Our ſeonc- loving hearrs as much: 
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Or our ſervices eſſect 
Favourt, with as true reſpect 
In your good conceirs to riſe, 
As — — 
you Faireſt give her roome, 
When — pride doth come : 
For that Subje& of my ſong, 
T invoke theſe Groves ameng, 
To be witnefle of the Layes, 
Which 1 carroll in her praiſe, 
And becauſe ſhe ſoone will ſee, 
If my Meaſures faultic bez 
Whilſt | chaunt them, ler each Rim 
— a well proportion d time: 
And with ſtraines that are divine, 
Meet her thoughts in every line. 
Let each accent there, pteſent 
Io her Soule a new content: 
And, with raviſhings ſo ceaze her, 
She may feele the height of pleaſure, 
You enchanting ſpells, that lye 
Lurking in ſweet 7 oefie : 
(Andro none elſe will appeaxe, 
But to thoſe that worthy arc) 
Make Her know there is a power 
Ruling in theſe Charmes of your; 
That tranſcends (a thouſand heighys) 
Ordinary mens delights : 
And can leave within her breſt, 
Pleaſures, not to be expreſt. 
Ler her linger, on each ſtiaine, 
As if ſhe would heare t againe; 
And were loth to part from thence, 


Out 
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Our of each conceit ſhee meers, 
Ard had tor'd ber with thoſe ſweers, 

Make her, by your Axt to ſee 3 
I chat am het Swaine, was he, 

Vnto whom all beauties here, 

Were alike, and e quall deare. 

That I could of f:eedome boaſt, 
And of favours with the moſt : 
Yer, now (nothing more affecting 
Sing of Her, the reſt neglecting. 

Make her heart, wich full 
ludge the merit of true paſſion; 
And, as much my love prefer, 
Az 1 ſtrive to honor Her. 

Laſtly; you that will (L know) 
Heare me, wh'ere you ſhould or no. 
feu, that ſevke to turne all Flowers, 
By your breaths infectious powers, 
im o ſuch ranke lothſome weedes, 

As your dunghil] naturebrecds. 
Let your hearts be chaſt, or here 
Come not, till you purge them cleare. 
Marke; and marke then, what is worſt: 
For, what erc it ſeeme at firſt; 
it you bring a modeſt minde, 
You ſhall nought immodeſt finde 
Bur, if any too ſevere, 
Hapto lend a partiall eare; 
Or, ont of his blindneſſe yawne, 
Such a word, as Oh prephane: 
Let him know thus much from me, 
lf here's ougit prophane, tis he 
Who applies theſe excellences, 
Onely to the touch of ſenſes: 


m0 * 


2 
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And, dimm fig'tcd, cannorſce. : 
Where the ſoule qi xhvs, may bet, 


Yet, that nv oftencg way growgu-y | 


Tis their choice, io ſtay, or goe- 
Or, if any for deſpighe, 

Rather comes, then for delight z.'- » 
For his preſence lle nqt pray, 

Nor his abſeſ ce: come he ay. 
Critich (hall admittedhe, 


19 . 
. . 


Though I knuw they le catp at me. 


For | neither feare nor care, 
What in this, theit cenſurcs are. 

If the vVerſe here uſed, be 

Their diſlike; it lkech me. 

If my Methode they detide, 

Let them know Love t n, 

Is bu free Diſcourſe, io cue 

Such ſtridt rules, as Arts mea e:. 
Thelie may prate of Lovezbut they 
Know him not: for H will, play 

From the matter, now aud then, 

Off and on, and off agen, 

It this Prologue tedious ſeeme, 
Or the reſt too long the dc , 
Let them know, ry love they win, 
Though thr y goccre | begin, 

Iuſt as if they theuld attend me, 

Till che laſt, and there commend me. 
For, I will fur xo mans pl:alutc 
Change a Syllable or mezſure 2 
Neither for their praiſes adde 

Ought to mend what they thinke bad: 
SInce it never was my t union, 

To make worke of Recreativa. 
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Palags 


Knewto love, but not to praile, 
Being barne as free 23 thele, 

[will Fog, as I ſhall pleaſey/” 07 
Who, as well new paths may tun, 
As the beſt before have done. 

i d:ſdainero make my Sung, 
| For their pleaſures ſnort onlong. 
If 1 pleaſe lle end it bere, 

If lift Vie fing this yeere. 

| And, though none regard of it, 

| By n-y{<Ife | plcav/d can ſit, 


And, with that ccntemment cheareame, 


As it halte the wor li did heat e me. 
But becauſe I am aſſuted, 
All are eichet ſo con jured, 
As the y will my Song attend. 
Wuh the patience ot a friend; 
Or ( at jeaſſ) take note, that l 
Care not much; now willingly 
| theſe goodly colours lay, 
Wind nor Raine ſhall weare away. 
| But tetaine their pureſt glaſſe, 
| When the Statutes made of bra ſſe, 
For ſome Princes more renowne, 
Shall be wholly overthrowne $* 
Or ( conſumꝰd with cankred ruſt) 
Lie —— in the duſt. 
And my Reaſon gives d rection, 
(When 1 ſing of ſuch pe fection) 
Firſt, rhoſe beaut ies to decla re, 
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Pedants (hall not tye my, ſtraiies: 
To our Antique Poets vaines: 5.4 | 
Azif we, in latter dayes, 1 tn 


Which (thoogh hers) without her are, 


- 


* 


2 


9 


Tobdrance he: fame, I find, 
Thoſe are of a triple kind. 
Priviledges ſhe bath ſtore: 
Ar her birth, ſiace and beſorł. 

From before her birch, the fame, 
She ot high deſcenti may claime; 
(Whoſe wel · gotten honours, may 
Her deſerving more diſplay) 

For, from heavenly race ſbe ſprings, 
And from high and mighty Kings, 

At ber birth; ſhe was by Fate 
In thoſe Parents fortunate, 

Whoſe eſtates and virtues ſtood, 
Anſwerable to their blood. 

Then, the Nation, Time, and Place, 
To che reſt may adde ſome graces 
For the People, with the c lime, 

And the faſhions of the time; 

(In all which ſhe bath been bleſt, 
By enjoying them at beſt ) 

Doe not onely mend the features, 
But oft times make better natures, 
Whereas, thoſe who hap not lo, 
Both deform'd, and ruder grow. 

In thoſe Climes, and latter daies, 
To deſerveſweet Beauties praile, 
(Whereſo many females dwell, 
That each ſeemeth to excell) 

In more glory twenty fold, 

Then it was in daycs of old, 

When our ordinary Faire onts 

Might have been eſteemed rare ones; 
And have made a ſubject fit, 

Fot their braveſt Poets wit. 
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Litile Ruſh lights, or o ſpar 
Shinerh fairely in the rs, 
And to him occafion gives 
Tharfrom ſight of leſſer lives, 
Toi dore it: yet the Ray 
Ofone Torch will take away 
All the light of twenty more, 
That ſhin*d very well before. 
do, thoſe petty Beauties, which 
Made the times before us rich; 
Though but ſparklesſeem d a flame, 
Which hath been increaſt by Fame, 
And their true affeRions, who 
Better neverliv'd to know. 
Whereas, het if they had ſeene, 
She had ſure adored beene, 
And taught Ages paſt, to ſing 
dweeter in their Sonnet ing. 

Such a Ray, ſo eleare, ſo bright, 
Had out · ſhined all the light, 
Ofa thouſand ſuch as theirs, Ti. 
Who were then eſte emed Starres; | ; 
And would have enlightned, neere 
Halfe the worlds wide Hemiſpbere. 
She is faireſt, thar may palle 
For a faire one, where the Laſſe — 
Trips it on the Country greene, 
That way equal} tas Queene. 
Where (in every ſtreeryou fee) 
Throngs of Nympbs and Ladies be, 
That are faire enough ro move 
Angels; and cnamour eve. 
She muſt marchleſſe features bring, 
tnow mooves 2 Muſt to ling, 


— 
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When azone ſmall Province x 
Shew more Beauties in a days 
Then the halfe of Europe could, 
Breed them in an age of old. 
Such is ſhe, and ſuch a lot 
Hath her rare perfection got. 

Since her biri h, to make the coluuc 
Of ſo ttue a Beaurie fullery 
And to give a better grace 
To that ſweetneſſe in the face : 
She, hath all i he ſurtherance had, 
Noble educations add. 
And not onely knowethall, 
Which our Ladies, Courtſhip call, 
With thoſe knowledges, that doe 
Grace herſex, and lute thereto : 
Pur ſhe hath artain'd to find, 
(What is tare with womankind) 
Excellencies, whereby ſhe 
May in ſoule delighted be; 
And reape more contentment; than 


One of twenty twouſand can. 


By this meancs, bath better d bin, 
All without her, and within. 
For, it hath by adding Arts, 
To adorne her natlve parts, 
Raiſed to a noble flame, 
(Which ſhall lighten forch her fame Pat 


Thoſe deare ſparkes of ſaeted fre, (150 ©: 


twomr 1982210 


Which the Muſes did inſe 

At her birth; chatſhe cowpleve,'! © 

Might with them be ſit a lot. 
But, perhaps I doe amifle, 

To inſiſt ſo long on this}* Saas 0 


13 


Theſe 


And, 
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Theſe are ſuperficiall things; 

And but ſlender ſhadowing, 

ITothe worke I have in hand 

Neither can you underſtand, 

What her excellence may be, 

Till ber ſeiſe deſcrib'd you ſee, 

Nor can mine, or any penn, 

paint her halfe ſs louely then, 

Asſhe is indeed, For here 

| Might thoſe Deitzes appeare, 
Which young Pars view'd, at will, 

Nakeds upon Ida hill; 

That | from thoſe three might take, 

All their beanties One to make 

(Thoſe,no queſtion well compact, 

Would have made up one exact) 

Something yer, we miſſe of might, 
Toexprefle her ſweetneſſe right, 
not maĩeſſie would fit; 

Pu beauty, Pallas wit: 33 
'0 Miglit have brought to pattetne hers, a | 
jn ſome ſhew'd particulars. e 
dat, they never can expreſſe has 

4 [Her whole frame or worthineſſe: 

With thoſe excellences, which 

Make both ſoule and body rich» 

pal as ſometimes was untowatd, 

. baue wanton, Inno frowarde. 
les, all thice infected were, 
With ſuch faults as women ate. 
And, though falſly-Deifi d, 
Frilties had, which ſhee'le detide. 
By ber ſelf, muſt therefore (he, 
by nothing patcemn'd be. 


" 
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And I hope to paint her ſo, 
By ber ſelf; that you ſhall know, 

I haye ſer vd no common Dame, 

Ot meane worth, or vulgar fame, 
But a Nymph that's fairer than, 

Pen or Pencill, portrait can. 

And to morrow if you ſay 

Backe againe this uncoth way: 

I my ſimple Art will ſhow ; 

Bur, the time prevents me now. 
For, except at yonder glade, 

All the Land is under ſhade, 

That, before theſe Ewe: be told, 
Thoſe my Weathers in the fold, 
Ten young Wanlings driven downe 
To the Well beneath the Towne; 
And my Lambkins changed from 
Brome leaze, rothe Mead at home 2 
*Twillbe farre in night: and ſo 

I ſhall make my father woe 

For my ſtay, and be in fears 

Some whar is miſchanced here. 

On your way, Ile therefore bring you, 
Anda Song or two Ile ſing you, 
Such as I (halfe indeſpaire) 
Made when firſt 1 woo'd my Faire: 
Whercunto my Bey ſhall play, 
That my voy ce aſſiſt it may, 


OF FHILARETE. 


1 


Ome my Muſe, if tbon diſdaius, 
All my comforts are bereft me; 
No delight doth now remaine, 
I nor friend, nor flocke have left me, 
They are (cattered on the plaine, 


(Alem, alas) are tos ſevere, 
And make (coffe at Lovers Fortunes; 
men, bearted hike the Beare, 

That regards not who im portunes, 

Ju, doth all in pieces teare, » 


a 
If I ould my ſorrowes ſhow 
Vato Rivers, Springs er Fount aines, 
They are ſenceleſſe of my woe; 
Je are groves,and rocks, & mountaius, 
I ben oh het her ſbal I goe? 


Meanes of harbour me to ſbield 
Frem deſpaire; Ab, know you any ? 
For nor Cutie, Grange,uer Field 
(Theugh they lend content to many) 
Uno me, can comfort yeeld, | 
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I bave wept and ſighed to, 

For compaſſion to make trial: 
Tea, dene all that weras cas doc, 

Tet have nothing but qenyall, 
What way is there then to wooe f 


Shall I ſweare, proteſt, and vow ? 

Co have I dene moſt extreamely. 
Should 1 die! | know not how. 

For, from al attempts unſcemely, 
Love, and Vit tue, Herpes me wow, 


I have heard that Ti ne pred aileiʒ 
But | feare me th à fable. 
Time, and all endeavors failes; 
To beare more, my heart i unable, 
Tet nonecareth what it les. 


Lines, to ſome haut opt the dore, 
And got entrance for affettion. 

Words wel ſpoken, mac h implore 
By the Geſtures good direfiion: 

But a Look doth ten times mare. 


T i the Eye that onely reader, 


To the heart, loves deepeſt Lectures. 


By 4 moovmy /oke it pleads, 


More then common ſence corteflures: 


Andza way to pitty trades. 
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Te, 1 knowing did obſerue, 
bath by words & looks copie 
In ſer pitty { may ſiar va: | 
There's no hope of my obtaining; 1 
Til I better can drſerve. 


2 aud he that thinlesto wiun⸗ 

Ay deſert, may be deceived, 

For, #bey who have worthieſt bin, 

Of their right have been bereaved, 
And 4 Groome admitted in. 


_— — 


Wherefore Muſe, tothee I cal; 
Thou (fince nothing elſe availes me) 
Muſt redreme me from my thrall, 

If thy ſweet enchantment failel me, 

Then aduc, love, life, and all. 
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Ell me my beart,ywhat Thoughts theſe paktings mori? 
T * My Thoughts ef LO VB. 
hat Flames are theſe, thai ſet theeſs on fire ? 

Flames of D ESI RE. 
What Meanes haſt tbou, contentmen's flour to crop ? 

No Meanes but HQ PE. 
Tet let uu feed on Hope, and Hope the beſt. as: 
For, they amid heir griafes are ſomething bleſt; (ſtage, 
Whoſe Thoughts, Flames, “ Meancs, have ſuch fru 
They may at once both L OE, DESIRE, and HOPE. 


But ſay;zwbat Bruit will love at laſt obt: ine? 
Fruitiefle DISD AINE. 
What will thoſe Hopes prove,which yet ſeem ſo fair? 
Hopeleſſe DESP AIKE, 
What End ſhall run thoſe paſſions out of breauh ? 
| AnendlefleDE AT H. | 
Oh cas thers be ſuch cruelty in Love? | 
Aud death my Fortune fo ungentle prove, 
The will ao Fruit, nor Hope, or End bequeath, 
But cruelleſt DISD A IN, DISPAIKE, and DE AT 


Then what new Studic ſhall 1 now apply ? 
Studicto DIE, 
How might I end my Care, and dye content? 
Care to REPENI. 
And wha! good Thoughts may make my end more boy? 
Thinke c# thy FOLLY, 
Yi, ſo 1 will, aui ſince my Fate cax give 
No Hope, bu! eva without Hope to live | 
My »tudier, Cares, and Thoughts, Vleall apply, 
Towteigh my FOLLY will, RE p E AT ganDiG 8 


Why 2 jeu onal a, 
Now all mens el 2 
2 I, that — — 


2 
6, Al ſlave to Love aud Beauty 


&| What though thy Miſireſſe ſmile, 
Aud in her love affect thee ? 
Let not ber eye be guile, 

] feare ſve „ thee, 
Dov wot poore heart denen 
On thoſe vaine thoughts that fill wy, 4 
Theyle faile thee inthe cud, "2. 
So muſt thy paſſions kill thee, 


What hopes have I, that ſoe 
Will hold ber favours t ver; 
When ſo few women be, 

That conſtant can perſever ? 
beat ere the doe proteſt, 

„ When Fortunes Ave deceive me; 
Then (be, with all the reſt, | 
I feare, alas! will leave me. 


F 


With art that may © 
Per bapr, ſor 1 he diſAnines , 
Her ſervant ſhould attend ber. 
Ju, is i one to ten, 
If croſſer overtake me; 
She will not know me, then, 
But ſcorne,and ſo forſake me. 


Shall then iu carueſt truth, 
My careſul eyes obſerve ber ? 
Shall [ conſume my youth, 
And ſhort my time 6 ſerve her? 
Shall I beyond my ſtrength, 
Let paſſions. torment s prove me, 
To beare her ſay ut length, 
Away,I caanot love thee ? 


Oh, rather let me dye, 
Whil ft I thus gentle finde her, 
— v erſe then death, if I 


Should finde ſhe proves uakinder. 


One frowne (though but in ieſt) 


Or one unkindnes, faine d. 
Wonld rob me of more reſt, 


Thenere conid be regained, 
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Whil b & h remains, 
ſtyeutb & firengt 
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But, in her eyes I finds 
Such ſignes of pitty moving; 
— be wnkinde 2 c * 

Nor erra, nor faile in dotung· 

Aud, on ber forehead, ibu, 

Seemes written to relieve m; 

An heart ns toy ſhall miſſes 

| That Love, er Shee cas give mne. 


Which F I finde, I vom, 
My ſervice ſbal perſever 
The ſame that I am nom, 
I will continue ever... 
Ns ethers high degras, 
| Nor beauteous looks: ſoall changt gb. 
My Love ſhall conſtant be, 
And ns eftate eſtrange me, 


When other noble Dames 
By greater men attended, . 
Shall with their Lives aud Names, 
Have all their glories ended; 
With fair:ſf Queenes foall he 
Sit ſbaring equal glory : 
And Times to come, ſhall be, 
Delighted with onr Story, 
F 2 In 
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In ſpight of others hates, . 

Mere hoxony I will das ber, 

Then thoſe, that with Eſtatet, 


Aud belpe: of Feu een 


Tea, that true worth I Ap, nt 
Thewgh Monarchs ftreve to gracoit 
They ſhould not reach more hue, 

Then 1 dave bope to placs it. 


And though I never Vaunt, 
What favours are poſſeſſed, 
Muchloſſe content I want, 
Then if they were expreſſed. 
Let others make their mirtb, 
To blab each kiſſe, or toying; 
I know no bleſſe on earth, 
Like ſecret Love enjoying. 


And thu ſhall be the worſt, 
Of all that can betideme; 
If 1, like ſome acewſt, © 
Should finde my hopes deride me: 
Ay Cares will not be long, 
I know which way to mend them; 
Ils thinke who did the wrong, 
Sighybreake my heart, and end them, 
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H Ale faire Beauties, and a gaine, 
Haile to all your goodly traine. 

What I promis d yeſterdey, 

If it pleaſe you, heare ye may: 

For, now once _ have l, 

I Singl wil, though none were by, 

And, though freely on I rune, 

Yet confuſed paths to unge, 

Firſt, that part ſhall be diſclos d, 

That's of S ments compos'd. 

There, the t wo une quall paire, 

Water, Fire, Earth, Aye. 

(Each one ſuting a Complexion, ) 

Have ſo cunning a Cou mixtionʒ 

As they, in proportion ſweet, —. 

| With the rareſt temper meet. 
Either, In as much as needeth, 

So a3 neither, ought exceedeth. 

This pure ſubſtance, is the ſame, 

Which the Body we doe name 

Were that, of immortall ſluffe; 

Tis refin'd and pure enough, 

To be cal'd a Soule: forſure, 

Many Soules are not ſo pure. 

I (that with a ſerious locke, 

Note of this rare M edde{tooke) 

Find, that Nature in'their places, 

So well couched all the Graces, 

As the curieuſt eyes that be, 

| Cannor Plot, nor blemiſh ſee. 
Like a Pine it groweth ſtreighr, 

Reaching an approved _ 7: ; 

* ©. 4 3 
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And hath all che choice perfeQions, 

Thatinflame the beſt affections. 

In the motion of each parr, 

Nature ſeemes to ſtrive with At, 

Which her geſtures moſt ſhall bleſſe, 

With the gifts of Pleaſingneſſe. 
When ſhe firs, me thinkes, I ſee, 

How all virtues fixed be, 

In a frame; whoſe conſtant mould, 

Will the ſame unchanged hold. 

If you note her when ſhe moves, 

Cyibera d:awne with Doves: 

May come learne ſuch winning metions, 

As willgaine to loves devotlons, 

More then all her painted wiles; 

Such as reares, or ſighes, or ſmilesi 

Some, whoſe bodies wanttrue graces, 

Have ſweet features in their faces? 

Others, that doe miſſe them there, 

Lovely are ſome other where; 

And to our deſires doe fit, 

In behaviour, or in wit ; 

Orſome inward worth appearing, 

To the ſoule, the ſoule endearing, 

But in her your eye may finde, 

All that's good in 

What in others we preferre/, 

Are but ſundry parts of her:: 

Who, moſt perfect, doth preſent. 

What might one, and all content: 

Yea, he that in love ſtil] ranges, 

And each day, or hourely changes; | 

(Had — but to know, 


What ion in her gros 


There 


OF PHIDARETE, 


There would find the ſpring of ſtore, 

Sweare a faith, and change no more. 
Neither in the rotall frame, 

Is ſhe only yoid of blame; 

Bur, each part, ſurrey d aſunder, 

| Might beget both love and wonder, 

If you dare to looke ſo high, 

Or behold ſuch maicſkic; 

Lift your wondring cyes, and ſs, 

Whether ought can berrer'd be. 
Thet's her Haire, with which Love angles 

And beholders eyes intangles. 

For, in thoſe faite curled ſnarcs, 

They are hampred unawares ; 

And compeld to ſweare a duty, 

To her ſwcet intrauling beauty, 

In my mind, tis the moſt faire, 

That was ever called haire, 

Some what brightet then a browne, 

And her Treſes waving downe, 

At full length, and ſo diſpread : 

Mantles her from fast to head, 
If you ſaw her Arched Brow, 

Tell me pray, what Art knowes how 

To have made it in a line, 

More exact, or more divine. 

Beauty there may be diſcri'd, 4 

In the height of all ber prideg 

Tia a meanly riſing plaine, 

Whoſe pure white hath many a vaine, 

Interlacing like the ſprings, 

In the earthsenawilings. 

If the tale be not a toy, 

Of the little winged Boy; 


F 4 


When he meanes toftrike a hearr, 
Thence he throwes the fatall dart: 
VVhich of wounds ſtill makes a paire, 
iy of — one of —— 

und her viſage: ot ſo neare, 
Toa roundac 1435 appeare, 
That no more of kngth it takes, 
Then what beſt proportion makes, 

Short her Chzane is; andyet ſo, 
As it is iuſt Jong enow. 
Lovelines, doth ſeeme to glory, 

In that Cyrcling Prammtoy. 
Pretty moving features skip, 
Twixt that hillocke and the lip: 
If you note her, bur the while 
Ihe is pleas'd ro ſpeake, or ſmile. 

And her Lips (chat ſhewno dulne:) 
Full are, in the meaneſt fulnes: 
Thoſe, the leaves be, whoſe unfolding, 
Brings ſweer pleaſures to beholding ; 
For, ſuch pearles they doe diſcloſe, 
Both the Indies match not thoſe: 

Yet, are lo in order placed, 

As their whitenefle is more graced, 
Each partis ſo well diſpoſed, 

And her dainty mouth cumpoſed, 

Zo, asthere is nodiſtorcion, 
Misbeſeemes that ſweer proporriow, 
When he Ivoric Teeth ſhe buries, 
Twixt het two enticing cherries, 
There appeates ſuch pleaſures hidden, 
As might tempt what were forbidden. 
If you Jooke againerhe whiles, 
dhe doth part thoſe lips in (miles. 
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— 


To hold imgadence ia awe. 


OP FHILARETE.. 


Tia as when a flaſh of light., 

Breakes from heaven to lad che alghy 
Other parts may pencillcrave,, 

Butthoſe lips I cannot leave; . . 

For ( me thinketh) l ſhould goe, 7 

And for ſake thoſe Cherties ſo. 

There's a kinde of excellence, 

Holds me from departing hence. 

I would tell you hat i wexe, ws 

But my cunnirig 1 | 

They are like in their | 


To tire mornings de wie roſes: 
That beſtiethe name of faire, 
Caſt perfumes that ſweet the Ayres 
Melting ſoft her kiſſes be, 
And had I, now, two ot three; 
(More inſpired, by cheit tuuch) 
I bad prais'd them twiſe as much. 
But ſweet M ſes marke ye how, 
Her faire c yes doe checke me now 
That I ſcem'd to paſſe them ſo: 
And their praiſes over-goe : 
And yet blame me not, chat ! 
Would fo faine have paſt them by. 
For, I fcared ro hae {ccne them, 
Leſt there were ſome danget in chem. 
Yer, fuch gentle ivokes racy lend, 
As might make her for, a fr:cod; 
And by t eir allurings woye 
All hcholders, anita less. 
Such a power is allo ewe, ... | 
As will keepe thois choughts in Kacey, 
And commande inan, 


Fs | There 
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There, may he that knowes to Joye, 

Read contents, which are above, 

Theirignoble aimes, Mio kW 

— hn ſo high doch grow. 

Whilſt the me ing ie, 

My heart dares not thinke amiſſe: 

For, her ſight moſt piereingelearo, 

Seemes to ſee, what's written there. 
Thoſe bright Eyec,thar with their light, 

Often times have bleſt my fight, 2 

And in turning thence their thinivg, 

Left me in ſad darkeneſſe pining: 

Are the rareſt, lovelieſt gray, 

And do caſt forih luch ar; 

As the man, that black prefers, 

More would like this gray of het. 
When their mat chles heſhrouds,” - © 

"Tis like Cynthia bid in Clouds. 

If againe ſhe ſhewthem light, 

Tia like morning after night. 

And tis worthy well bchelding, 

With how many a pretty folding, 

Her ſweet eye lids grace that faire, 

Meanly fring d with beaming baire ; 

Whereby ncatly overſpread, 

Thoſe bright lamps ate ſhadowed. 
Twixt the Eyes, no hollow place, 

Wrinkle not una ecent ſpace, 

—— her in ought; 

'Thoagh by Evy, faults were ſoughr. 
On thoſe Eye- browes never yer, 

Did diſdainefull ſcowling fit. 

Love and Goodmeſſe gotten thither, 

Sit on equall throngs together; 


—  —— — — — 


And doe throw ĩuſt ſcorne on them, 
That their government contemue. 


Then (almoſt obſcur d) appeares 


Thoſe her Iewell-gracing Eaves, 
Whoſe owne Beauties more 
Then the richeſt Pearlethar's worne 
By the proudeſt Perſian Dames, 
Or the beſt that Natweframes, 
There, the voice (in loves Meanders) 
Thoſe their pretty cirklings, wandert: 
Whoſe rare turnings will admit, 
No rude ſpeech to enter in. 

Stretching from mount Ferbeadlies, 
Beauties Cape bet wixt her eyes. 
Which two Chryſtall· paſſing lakes, 
| Loves delightfull Iſtbmus makes; 
Neither more nor lefle extending, 
| Then moſt meriteth commendi 


Thoſe, in whom that partharhboene, 


Beſt deſerving praiſes1cene 3 - - 
Ot, (ſutveyd withouraffeRion) 
Came the ncereſt to perfection. 


Would ſcarce handſome ones appeate, 


If with her compar' d. chey were. 
For. it is ſo much exceflingy + -: 
That irpaſſerh meanes of telling. 
On the either ſide of this; 21 
Loves moſt lovely Proſp ect is. 
Thole her ſmiling C beeks, whoſe colour 
Comprehends true Beauty fuller, 
Then the curiouſt mixtutes can, 
That are made hy art of Man. 
is Beauties Garden plot, 
Where, as in a True lovt et, 
f 
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So, the Snowy Lilly growes, 
Mixed with the Crimſon Roſe, 
That, as friends they joyned be:: 


Vet, they ſecme to diſagtee, 


Waether of the two ſhall caigne; 
And the Lillies ofe obtaine 
Greateſt ſway; unleſſe a bluſh 

the Roles at a puſh. 
Hollow fallings, gone there are; 
Ther's no wrinkle; here no (cart. 
Onely ther's a little Mad,, R; 
Which from Venus cheeke was ſtole. 

If it were a thing in Nature, 

Poſſible, that any Creature, 
Might decaying life repaire 
Onely by the helpe of Aite: 
There were no ſuch Salve for death, 
As the balme of her ſweer breath, 
Or, if any humane power, 
Might detaine the Soule an houre, 
From the fleſh ro duſt bequeathing, 
It would liager on her breathing t 
And be hake in mind, chat there, 
More then mortall pleaſures ware : 
And whoſe fortune were fo faite, 
As to draw lo ſwect an ayre, | 
Would no doubt, ler fleighred lie, 
The peifumes of Arabie. 
For che Eng, ſh E glantine, 
Doth through envy of her, pine. 
Violets, and Roſes too; 
Fearrs hat ſhe will them undes. 
Aud, it ſcemes chat in her breſt, 
Js compos d ihe FH Aix net, 
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But, deſcend a while mine eye, 
See, if polifhe Irery, 
Or che fineſt fleeced flockes, 

Oc the whiteſt Albion Rocks, 
For compariſons may ſtand, 
To expreſſe that ſnowy hand. 
When ſhe drawes i from her gloye, 
l kath virtue to remove, 6 
Or diſperſt; —— nd a 
Cloudech the beholders thought. 
Ifthar palme but toucheth your, 
You ſhall feele a ſecrer power 
Ch-are your heart; and glad ir more, 
Though it droopt with griefe before. 

Through the vaines, Gi true 
Crimſon, yeelds a Saphir hue: | 
Which addes grace, 3nd more delight, 
By embracing wich the white,” 
Smooth, and moiſt, and ſoft, and tender, 
Are her palmes; the fingers lender; 
Tip: with wollifed Peatle. 
And if that transformed Girle, 
Whoſe much cunning, wade het date, 
With Foves daughter to compare, 
Had that hand wornce; maugte ſpi 
Shee had ſham d the Goddeſſe quite. 
For, there is in Every pare, 
Nature perfectet then Art. 

Theſe, were joyned to theſe Arnits, 
Thar were never made fet harmes: 
Bur, poſſeſſe the ſweereſt graces, 
That may apt them for imbraces. 
Like the Silver ſtrea mes they be, 
Which from ſome high billwe ſee 
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Clipping in a goudly Yale, | 
That gtowes proud of ſuch a thrall. 

Neither Alabaſſer Rocks, | 
Pearl · ſtrowd ſhores, nor Cotſwold flockes, 
Nor the Mouaraines tipt with ſnow, 
Nor the Milk-white Swannes of Po, 
Can appeare ſo faire to me 
As her ſpotlefle ſhoulders be. 
They are like ſome worłe of ſtare, 
Cover d with the richeſt plate: 
And a preſence have, that ſtrikt 
With devotions, Gedde/-like. 

Twixt thoſe ſhoulders wm ſpread) 
To ſupport that Globe like head, 
Riſeth up her Nech, wherein, 
Beautic ſeemeth to beginne 
To diſcloſe it ſelte, in more, 
Tempting manner then before. 
Hew, therein ſhe doch excell, 
( Though I would) I cannoe cell : 
For, I naught on eatth eſpie, 
That I may expreſſe it by. 

There, ſhould Loyęrs as in dutie, 
Hang rich — vp, ger 
Tis proportion'd on bei 
That — with doe 
Vet, it is a great deale higher, 
Then to anſwere bale deſite. 

Where the Neaꝶe hath end, begins 
That ſmooth path, where loves cloſe gin: 
Arethicke placed to intbrall, | 


Such, as that way ſtraggle ſhall. 
There, a plcaling paſſage hes, 
Farte beyond the ſight of eyes: 


Whi 
In 


1 
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ed much more delight contains, 
Then the old Eliziau Plaine. 

Wharſeever others ay, | : 
There's alone the Milet . 
That to beauties walkes doth 


oe, 
if others came to knoꝝ 
efling theit delight, 


They ſhould neuer reach the height, 
Of the pleaſures which I ſtare. 
Whilſt that thoſe debarred are, 

Yer (unſpoken of) there reſts 
Her two twialike lovely Breefts, 
Whoſe round · tiſing, pretty panting 
I wonld tell, but art is wanting. 
Words can never well declare, 
Her faite ſweet pei fections there's 
For, would meaſures give me leave, 
Io expreſſe what I conceive, - 
I doe know i ſhould goe neare, 
Halte to raviſh all thatheate. 
And, but that I learne to ſeaſon, 
What I apprehend with Reaſon, 
thad made my Poſſions weight, 
Sinke me through myewne.conceir. 
. There | finde ſo large a meaſure, 

Of an unexpreſled pleaſure; 

That my heart, thtough ſtrong ſurmize, 
In a pleaſing fainting lies, 

He that cb 

Softer fads thoſe bedsot love, 
Then the Cotton ripeſt growney 
Or fine pillowes of fuch Downe, 
At in time ot Molting, fanns, 
From che breaſts of alver u. 


ere may reſt to prove, 
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Thoſe two ſiſters are a paire 
Smoth alike, Jike ſoft, lice faite; 
If to they be viewed. 
Vet i they apart be ſhrwed, 
That you touch, or ſea, ſeemes ſmether; 
Softer, fairer, then the other. 
That the Colour may delight, 
So much ted as makes the white 
Purer ſeeme, is ſhed among 
And then; here, and there, along 
Runnes a Saphire - Mine, whoſe blew 
S haddo yd, makes ſo brave a ſhew 
On thoſe lille monnts, as tho, 
Beauties ſimples there did grow. 
In tlie vale, twixt eicher hi 
Lies Deſite in ambuthRill; 
And py h every eye, 
Whichdoth that way dare to pry. 
There, js ſure the twy-top 22 
Where the poets, learne their skill? 
That's Parnaſſus whete che Muſes, 
Chaſt, and wiſc Minerva uſes. 
Her two Cherrilers are thoſ ... 
Whence the pleaſaniſt Neldar flowes, = 10 
And no ſtuits cre equell d theſe, 
Fetcl: from the Heſperides. 5 
Once, as / juthir agames ſhe Cha ſed, 
And for Aire, left halfe unlaſed, . 
Her light ſuwmer-robe of greene, 
(Beautics ſife, but Nlenderskrecac} 
Vnawarer, | partly ſpide, 
That faire Lillie fi: ld unhid, 
Which you may her Felly name; 
Yer, nor the, not L to blame. 


: 
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Fer, it was but wh mine eye, 


Might behold with modeſtie. 

Tis a faire and matchleſſe Plaine, 
here unknowne Delights remaine, 
Tis the ſtore · houſe wherein, Pleaſure 


; [Hides the richeR of her treaſute. 


Which, true Modeſtie (in ward) 


I |Keepes with a continuall guard, 


Offuch Virtues; as ſhee”, ſure, 


No corruption can allure. 


There they ſay (for mind it well) 
dae this by hereſay, tell, 
Growes her Navel which doth ſeeme, 
Like ſome Iemel of eſteetne: 
With ſo wondrous cunging wrought, 
That an iniury tis thought: 
Sacha beauty, with tho reft, 
(Should unknowne) be unexpxeſt. | 
Somewhat elſe there is, thar's hidden; 
Which to name I am fetbidden: 
Neither have I ever pi 
After that ſhould be unſpied. 
Never (hall my Maiden-Muſe, 
Ss her ſc fe, and me , 
As to fing what I may feare, 


| Willoffend the Choiſeſteare. 
Though 1 know, if none be by, 


But true friends to Modeſtie; 
I might name each part at will, 


And yet no man: thought be ill. 


Yer, for feare looſe hearers may 


; | ndge amiſſe, if more l Ny: 


e deſcend to ſhun allblame, 
To the Pillers gf this Frame, 


Where 
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Where, though I nere aimd ſo high, 
As her dainty youthfull Thigh; 
{Whoſe rare loftnes, ſmothnes, fulnes, 
Being knowne, reach wy dulacs 
Such a ſtraine, as might befit 
Some brave Tuſcan Poets wit) 
Once a ſawcie buſh I ſpide, 
Pluck e her ſilten skirts afide; 
So diſcovered unto me, 
All thoſe beauties to the knee. | 
And, before the t hornes entanglings, 
Had let goe the Silverſpanglings, 
I perceiy'd the curious knitring , 
Of thoſe joynts were wellbeficring; 
Such a Noble piece of worke : 
'Mongſt whoſe turn inge, ſeem'd to lurke, 
Much to entertaine the ſight, 
With new objects of delight. 

Then the Legge for ſhape as rare, 
Will admit of no compare. 
Streight it is; the Anck le leane, 
Full the Calſe, but in the meane: 
And the ſlender Foot doth fit. 
So each way to ſuit with it, @ 
At ſne nothing leſſe excels 
Therein, then in all things els 
Yea from Head te Foot, her feature, 
Shewes het an unblemiſhr creature : 
In whom love with reaſon, might, 
Finds ſo matchlefle a Delight. 
That more cannot be acquired, 
Nor, a greater bliſſe defirea. 

Yet you will reſt an houre, 
Vnder yonder ſhady bowres 


h anon my Mw/e will raiſe 

To a higher pitch of praiſe. 

But a while with Raſpice-berries, 
Strawberries, ripe Peares,and Cherries, 
{Such as theſe out Groves doe bea e) 
We will coole our palats there. 

And thoſe homely Cates among, 

Now and theo, a Paſt'rall Song, 

Shall my Lad, here, ſing, and play: 
Such, as you had yeſterday, 
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A* whoſe falth will conſtant prove 


And never know an end: with 
Late by an over ſig)t ia love, 4 
Diſpleard bu deareſt friend. 4nd 
For which, incexs'd ſhe didretake, 7 
The favours which he wore; It 
And ſaid, be ut ver for her ſake, (1 
Shou id t are, or [ce them mere. | Ref 
5 
The griefe whereof, bow nerve it went, | 0bE 
And bes Knkindly [ ooke; E 
Was ñ̃ gur d by the diſcontent, Kues 
Apptaring in his looke. 7 
At rs „he could not fence breake, Ver 
(80 heavy ſorrow lay) N 
But when bis bghs gave way ts Na ke, Can 
Tha, ſadly did Ive ſoy. ue 
My onely Dearc; and with that ſpetch, | ur 
N01 able toſuſtaine, I; 
The flouds of griefe at ſorrawes breach; 1 
He pau d awhile aga ine. | 7 
At length (nigh fainting) did expreſſe, Fe, 
Theſe words with much ade; Z 
Oh deare! ler not my loves exceſſe, | Thaj 
Me, and wy love undoc, U 
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Se, liztle moved with bis pain, 

His much — 22. 
Aud changing Ye, into | , 

Thus (till aii) replide : 
forboare to urge one kindnaſſe more, 
| Vnleſle you long te ſee, | 
The good reſpect you had before, 
At once all leſt in me. 


nh that, diſmaid, bis ſuis h ceaſt, 
And, downe his bead be hung: 

4nd, as bis Reaſons ſire , 
His paſſion grew more-(6rong. 

But, ſeeing ſhe did [light bis mone 
(#ith ij illom Gorlands wreath'd) 

| Reſate bim downe, aud all aloxe- 

This ſad complaint be breath d. 


| 0bHeevens! Loh he, vy doe we ſpend, 
Zuleavauri thus in vane; 

Since what the Fates doe fore-intond, 
They never change againe ? 

Nor Faith, nor Love, ner true Deſert, 
Nor all tha! mai; can doe, 

| Can win lum place within ber heart, 

That js not borne ibereto. 


| by doe 1 fondly waſte ry ye, 
In ſecyet ſich end trares ? 

| hy to preſerve « (potleſſe trui h, 

Ta 'el ot (ayss ? 

Fr, emen that no Vt refbeit, 
Doe ſo ungentle prove, 

That ſoms ſhall wi ans by their neglect, 
ha others loſe with tove, 


The, 
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Thoſe, that have ſet the beſt at nanght, 
— rode | 

Ml om: baſe Gull are 8 gon 
Tea, they that / pend an ayes iigbi 

Their favours — 

For eue umwilling overſight, 

May looſe them all again. 


How glad, and faine, alas wondd 1, 
For ber have underwent, © 
The greateſt care, ere ſbi (beuld tre, 
T be ſmalleſt diſtontent ? 
Yet ſhe, that may mylife command, 
And doth thoſe paſſions in, 
Denieth me a poore demand, 
In beight of all my wor. 


ob, if the Nobleft of ber time, 
And beſt below d of me; 

Could for ſo peore, ſo ſlight a crime, 
So veyd of pitlie be. 

Sure, had it beent ſome common one, 
boſe patience I bad tride; 

No wander I bad been undoxe, 
Or unforgiven d de. 


A thouſand lrves | would have laid , 
So well I once beleev' d, 

She would have dai d to lend me apd, 
1 ſhe bad ſtene me griev d. 
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But now, I live to ſee the day, 
Where 1 ſreſumedſo, 

Incither dars for pitty pray, 
Nor tell ber of my woes 


7tt, let not poore deſpiſed heart, 


Her wortb ought que ſtiond be; 
Halſt thou net fayled in deſert, 

She bad not — Re 
But leſt perbaps, aut thy moue, 

— = — thee deare; 
Goe, make it by thy ſelfe alone, 

where none may come to heart. 


Stall keep thy forbead crown d with ſmiles, 
What paſſsons ere thou trie; 

That none may laugh at thee the whiles, 
Thou diſcontexted the. 

And let no wrong, by change diſtaine 
A love fo true faire: 

But rather, never hope againe, 
And thou ſhalt ne re deſpaire. 


O rer d 
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Oo ne ap nn — 


Upon my bed J laid me downe to ref me, 
— 1 wood is relieve me. 
But ob alas ! I found that on the morrow 


My ſleeping Toyes, brought forth my waking Sorrow. 


For loe, a dreame I bad ſe full of pleaſure, 
Ther poſſe —_— imbrace 1 ſeemed, 
not e oy in bigber meaſure, 
Then now it —_ pave late but dreamed, 
Ob let my drea mes be Sghes and teares hertaſter: 


80, I that ſleeping weepe, may wake in laughter. 


Faine would 1 tek, how much that ſhadew pleas'd me; 

: =_ tongue and pen, want words, and ar: in telling. 
this 15 7 ſay, to ſhew what borrey ſcax d me; 

105 was robd of bliſſe, ſo much excelling) 

t all my dreamts be ſuch; ob let me never 

— againe: but ſliepe, and dieame for (ver. 


For, wben 1 w.ilthng ſaw my ſe fe deceivea, 

And what an u Hell it bed procured, 

To finde my ſelſc of all my ioyes bereaved, 

It brought on paſſims not to be inawred : 

„du 1,next night bad ſuch dres mes in keeping, 


ras make my eJes, for ſweare, for ever ſleeping. 


broken, W | 


T6 
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Ou wooddy Hils, you Dales, you Groves, 
Y Toy Flouds, and every Spring, | 
Tou Ci eatures come, whom nothing mover, 

And heare a Shephard ſing. 

For, to Hero&s, Nymphs and Swaines, 

1 long bav: me my mone : . 

Tet, what my mournefull Verſe containes, 
1s under flood of none. : | 


InSong, Ar of f o give me chill; 
Their love, hu Siſters daime. 
With thoſe that haunt Pernafſus bill, 
I frundſhip entertains: 

Yet, this is all in vaine to me, 
So bapleſſely 1 fare, 

At theſe things which my glory be, 
My cauſe of 1wine are. 


For, Love hath hindied in my breſt, 
His never quenc bed fire: 

A, who often baue expreſt, 
What other men deſire. 

(Becawſe I could ſo dive ins 
The depth of others mone) 

Now, I my own affiifdion (bow, 

hte dt d am, of none · 
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Of: have the Nywphs of greateſt worth, 
Madeſule my Songs to heare. 
As oft (when 1 have ſighed forth 
— notts as ſaddeſt were) 
Alas. ſaid they, poore gentle heart 
Who ori Sg be: ö 
But, none of tbem ſuſpecli my [mart 
nor thinkes it meaneth me. 


nen huvs reacht ſo bigh a ſtraint, 
Of paſſion in my Song; 

That they have ſiens the tearesto raine 
And trill my chethe ang: 

Inſtead of ſigh, or wecping eye, 
To ſympathide with me; 

Ob, ware be ance inlove, they cry, 
How moving would be be ? 


Ob pitty me, jou Powers above, 
And ia e my Skill away 
Or, let my bearers think I love, 
And faint not what I ſay. 
For, if I could diſcloſe the ſmart, 
1'bich 1 unknown do beare; 
Each line would make them ſighs impart, 
And every worda teare, 


Had Ja Miſtreſſe, ſome do think, 
She would revealed be; 

And 1 would faveurs weart, or drinle 
Her Health upon my Knee, 

Alas poor faoles ! they aime awry, 
Ibeir famcy flags too low : 

Could they my loves rare courſe eſp), 

Yy They would amared grow. 


Bat, 
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Put, let nor Nymph, ner Swaine conceive, 
My tongue ſhall ever tell, 
bo of this reſt, doth ms hereaveʒ 
Or where 1 em not well, 
But, if you fighing me e pie, 
|. Where rareſiſeatures be; | 
Marke, where I fixe a weeping cyl, 
And / wtare you, There is e,. 


Tet, ere my eyes betray mi ſal, 
Ile ſwell, and burſt with paine | 
And, for each drop they would let fall, 
My heart ſhall h eed me twajne. 
Foy, ſiuce my ſoule more ſorrow bearer, 
Ten common Lovers know; 
Iſcoru, my paſſion) ſhould like theirs, 
A common bumour [bow. | 


Eaye . never beard of, heretofore, 
Of any Love like mine. 

| Nor ſhall there be for euerm. ve, 
Affection ſo divine, 

And, that to fajne it, none maj t, 
When 7 di] old muſt ve; 

The firſt I am, it lived by, 

4nd die it ſhall, with ne, 


\ 


Is inſpir'd afreſh again, 
And new Raptures preſſing are, 
To be ſung in praiſe of her? 
Whoſe faire piclure lyeih nigh, 
Qalte unyail'd to ev'ry eye. 
No ſmall farour hath it been, 
That ſuch Beautie might be ſeen : 
Therefore, ever may they rucit, 
Who with evill eyes ſhall view ir; 
Yea, what ancient ſtories tell, 
Once to rude Adden fell, 
(When with evill thoughts he ſtood 
Eying Cynthia in the Flood) 
May that farall horned curſe, 
Light upon them; or a worſe. 
But (whareyer others be) 
Leſt ſome faulrbe found in me, 
If unperfeR this temaine; 
I will over-tryw'r age ine. 
Thertfore, turn where we begun 
And now all is over- runne. 
Marke, if every thing expreſt, 
ute not ſo unto the reſt, 
As if Nature would prefer, 
All perfeQtions unto her. 
Wherefore ſeemes ic ſtrange to any, 
Thar they daily ſee ſo many, 
Who were elle moſt perfect Creatures, 
In ſome one part, want true fearures ? 
Since, from all the fair'ſt chat lire, 
Nature took the beſt. to give 
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#9), h. done; for now my brain . 
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Her perfection in each part. 
I, alone, except her heartʒ 
For, among all woman ind, 
Such as hers, is herd to find, 

If you truely note her face, 
You ſhall fad it hath a grace, 
Neither wanton, nor o're ſerious; 
Nor too yeelding, nor impe tous 3 
But, with ſuch a tearure bleſt, 
It is that, which pleaſeib beſt: 
And delights each ſev*rall eye, 
That affect with modeſty, 
Lowlinefle, hath in her1»of, 
Equall place with GGreatnefſe took. 
And, if Beautie (any Where) 
Claimes Prerogatives, tis there. 
For at once, thus cwill doe, 
Threat, command, perfwade, and weees 

In her Speech there is not found, 
Any harſh, unpleafing ſound. 
But a well belecming power; 
Neither higher, — lower, : 
Then will lute with her perfection: 
'Tis as — Affection. 
And, that man, whoſe eyes, 
Could well ſound ſuch — 
Would in love, make her, his choices 
Though he did but heace her voice.. 
For, ſuch accents, breath not, whence 
Beauty keeps Non reſdence. 
Never word of hers, | heare; 
But tia Muſicke to mine eate: 
And, much more content ment bringe, 
Then the ſweetly · touched Arings, 

3 
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Ofthepleafing Lure, whoſe iraines, 
_ — ers when it 8 

d by her diſcourſe, I flie, 
In conten ied thoughtsſo high, 
That I paſſe the common 
Of the Senſes plealures: 
And, leave farre below wy flight, 
views pitches of delight. 

If ſhe ſmile, and merry be; 

All about her, are as ſhe. 
For, each looker on, takes part 
Of the ioy that's in het heart. 

If ſhe grieve, or you but ſpie 
Sadnefſe pecping through her eye; 
Such a grace it ſeemes toborrow, 
That you I fall in love with arrow : 
And abhorre the name of Mirch, 
As the hatefulſt thing on earch, 
Should I ſecher ſhedareare, . 
My poore eyes would melt, I feare. 

For, much more in Hers appeares, 
Then in other wometu taste? 
And her looke, did acver fajne 
Sorrow, whcre there watind _ 

Seldome hath ſhe heene eſpide 
So impatientasto chide: 

For; if any ſee hee ſo, 
They'lin love wit gro. 


Sigh, or ſpeake; or rnb, 
Sing, or weepe, or fir, ot a 1%, - 52 
Every thing that ſhe doth do, 
Decent is, and lovely too 24.17 © 5 31 + 
Each part tharpou ſha} behold, 6144 31044] Co bunet 


Hach mithin it ſelfe inrold, 


189 
A 


What 


at 


Or your heart conceive ta be) 
er, if from that part your eye, 

Moving ſhall ano her ſpye : 
There you ſee as much or more. 
Then you thought to praile before 

While the eye ſurveyesir, you 
Will imagine that ber Brew 
Hath all beautie; when her (beck, 
vou behold, it is as like 
To be deemed faireſt too. 
(So much there can Beaut ie doe) 
Looke but thence upon her eye, 
And you wonder by and by, 
How there may be any where, 
So much worthy praiſe as there. 
Yet, if you ſurvey her Breſt, 
Then as freely you'l proteſt, 
That in them perfection is; 
Though (1 know) that one poore kiſſe, 
From her tempting Lips, would then, 
Make all that forſworne agen. 
For, the ſelfo ſame moving grace, 
Isat once in every 

She, her beauty never foyles, 
With your oyntments, witers, oyles, 
Nor no loathſome Fucus ſett 
Mixt with lewiſh faſting ſpetiles. 
Faire by Nature, being borne, 
She doth borrowed beaury ſcarne. 
Who ſo kiſſes her, needs feare 
No unwholeſome varniſh ther 
For, ſrom thence he onely ſi 
The pure Nedar of her lips. 
G4 
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What you eould deſire to ſee, 
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And at once with theſe he cloſes, 
Mehkag Rubies. Cherries, Roſes, 

Then, in her behaviour, ſhe 
Striveth but her ſelfe ro be. 
Keeping ſuch a decent ſtate, 

As( indeed) ſhe ſeemes ro hate 

Precious leiſure ſhould beſpenr, 

In abuſed Complement. 

Though ſhe knowes what other doe, 

( And can all their Courtſhip too) 

She, is not in ſo ill caſe, 

At to need their borrowed grace. 
Her Difcourſes ſweerned are, 

With akind of artleſſe care, 

That expreſſeth greater Art, 

Then affected words impart. 

So, her geſtures (being none, 

But that freeneſle which alone, 

Suits the braveneſſe ot her mind) 

Make, her, of her (elf, ro find, 

Poſtures more becomming far, 

Then the meer acquired, are. 

If you marke, when for herpleaſure, 
Shee vouchſafes to foot a Meaſwe, 
Though, with otbers skill (be pace, 
Ther's a lweet — — grace 
In herſelfe; which doth prefer 
Art, beyond that Art in her. 

Neither needs ſhe beat ber wit, 
To deviſe what dreſſings fir, 

Her complexion, and herfeature, 
So beholding ate to nature; 

if ſhe in the Faſhions goe, 

All the reaſon ſhe doth ſo, 


OFFHIHARETE: 
Is; becauſe ſhe would nat exxe, 


Inappearing ſingule. 
Doubtleſſe, not for any b.... 
That ' twill perfect hex in ought. - . 

Many a dainty-ſegmitlg abe, 
Is in native Beauties lame. 
Some are graced by their. Tyres, 
As 7 cir Hits, their Wyres. 
One, a Ruffe doth beſi become; 
Falling Bands much alcergch ſome. 
And their favours, oft, we ſee, 
Changed as theird:eflinigs he- 
Which, her Beauty never feares ; 
For, it graceth all ſhe weares. 
If ye note her Tyre to day, 
Thar, doth ſute ber beſt, you l ſay, 
Marke, what ſhe next motn doth weare; 
That, becomes her beſt you'l ſ[weate. a 
Yea, as oft as her you ſee; | 
Such new graces, ſtill there be: 
As, (he evet ſeemeth grac't, 
Moſt by that ſhe weareth liſt, 
Though it be the ſame (be wore, 
But the very day before: 

When ſhe takes her Tyets about her, 
(Never halfe ſo ticli without her) 
At the pu ting on of them, 
You may liken every lem, 
To thoſe lamps, which at a Play, 
Are ſet up to light the day. 
For, their luſtre addes no more, 
To what Titan gave before; 
Neither doth their pretiy gle ming >, 
Hinder ought, his greater be: n ings, 
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And yer(whichis ; rs ha Andi 

When thoſe coftly d e 40 
Laid away; there ſeems 4 

Beauties, which thole 


\H- guess 
- And, ſheleoke, us doch ooze po 

Paſt ſome Cloud through Eh * 
Or, ſome lune Ps whoſe 60m 6 
Set with Diamonds, ſeemes oo 

What it doth containe vj 
Till che curious worke be 
Then; tis found, thar coftly ſi 
Did but hinder others ming. 

If you chance to be in place, 

When her Mantle ſhe doth grace; 
Yon would preſently proteſt, 
Friſh dreſſings were the heſt. 
If againe ſhe hy it donne, 
While you view her in a Gowne ; 
And how thoſe her daimy limbs, 
Thar eloſe bodied garment trims. 
You would ſweare, and ſweare agen: 
She appeared lovelicſt theu; 

But, it ſhe lo gue]y — 

Should untie her ſhining haire, 

And at length, that treafure ſhed; 

Iovet endured Ganimed, 

Neither Cythereas loy, 

Nor the ſweet ſelfe· loving Boy, 

{Who in beauty didſurpaſſe) 

Nor the fait i that ever was ; 

Could, to tabe you prifoner brings 

Lookes ſo ſweetly conquering. 
She, excel; her, whom Apollo, 

Once with weeping eyes did follow. 


5 
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Or that b, who ſhut in Towers, 
Was beguild with golden ſhowers; 

Yea, and She, whoſe love was wont, 
To ſwimme o'ce the H 

For her — h in attire, 
Fitteſt to enflame deſire) 

Seem'd not halfe ſo faire to be, 

Nor ſo lovely, as is ſhe: . 

For, the man whoſe happy 

Viewes her in full Majeſty: 
Knowes, ſhe hath a power tkat moves, 


More then deth the Queen of Loves, 


When ſhe uſeth all her power, 
To inflame her Paramour, 
And, ſometime 1 doe admire, 
All men burne not with deſite. 
Nay, | muſe herſervants are nor 
Pleading love; but oh they dare not. 
And, I therefore wonder, why 
They doe not grow ſicke, and die. 
Sure they would doe ſo, but that 
By the ordinance of Fate, 
There is ſome concealed thing, 
So, each ga zer limiting; 
He can ſee no more of metir, 
Then beſeemes his worth and ſpirir, 
For, in her a Grace th: re ſhines, 
| That o'ce-daring thoughts confines; 
Yaling worthlellc men diſpaire, 
lo be hd of one fo faire, 
Yea, the Deſlinies agree, 
Some good udgments blind ſhould be, 
And not gaiac ; he poet of knowing. 
Thole rate Brautics im her growing. 
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Reaſon doth as much imply: 
For, ifevery iudging eye, 
(Which beholdeth her) ſhould there, 
Find whar excellencies are : 
All, &'recome by thoſe perfeRions, 
Would be captive to affections. 
So, in happineſle unbleſt; — 
She, for Lovers, ſhould not reſt, 
This, wellheeding, think upon: 
And, if there be any one, 
Who alloweth not the worth, 
Which my Auſt hath painted forth; 
Hold it not defect in her; 
But, that hee's ordain'd to erte. 
Pr, if any female wight, 
Should detra& from this I write, 
She, I yeeld, may (hew her wit, 
But diſparage her no whit. 
F&, on earth few women be, 
t from Envies rouch are free. 

And, who ever, Envy knew, 
Yceld thoſe honours that were due? 

Though ſometime my Song | raiſe, 
To unuled heights of praiſe, 
(And breakeforth as I ſhall pleaſe, 
Into ſtrange Hyperboles) 
Tis to thew, Conceit hath found, 
Worth, beyond expreſſions bound. 
1 hough, her breath I doe compare, 
To the ſweet ſt perfumes that are; 
Or, her eyes that are ſo bright, 
To the mornings cheorfulllight, 
Yer, Idoe it not ſo much, 
Jo inferie chat (he is ſuch; 


* 


Asto ſhew, that being bleſt, 

With whar merits name of beſt, 
She appeares more faire to me, 
Then all Creatures elle that be. 

| Her true beauty leaves behind, 

Apppreheahons in - mind, 

Of more ſweetneſſe then all Art, 
Or inventions can impart, 
Thoughts, too deep to be expreſt, 
And too ſtrong to be ſuppreſt. 
Which, oft raiſeth my conceits, 
To lo unbelee ved heightsʒ 
That (1 feare) ſome (ballow brain, 
Thinks my Muſes doe but fain. 
Sure, he wrongs them it he doe: 
For, could | have reached to 
Solike Straines, as theſe you ſee; 
Had there been no ſuch as She? 
sit poſlible that I. ö 
Who ſcarce heard of Poeſicʒ 
Should a meare 7dea raile, 

To as true a pitch of praiſe, 
As the learned Poets could, 
Now, or in the times of old; 
All thoſe reall beauties bring, 
Honord by their Sonnet ting 7 
(Having Arts, and favours to, 
More t encourage hat they doe) 
No; it I had never ſeen, 

Such a beauty; | had been 
Piping in the Country ſhades, 
To the homely Did: 
For a Country Fidlers fees; 
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Cloured creame, and bread and checſe. 


I no skillin Numbers had 
More then every Shepheards Lad, 
Till She taught me, Sryaives that were, 
Pleaſing to her gentle care. 

Her faire ſplendor, and her worth, 
From obſcureneſſe, drew me forth. 
And, becauſe I had no Muſe, 
She her ſelldaignd to infuſe 
All cke skill, by which 1 clime, 
To tkeſe praiſes in my Rime. 
Which, it ſhe had pleas'd ta adde, 
To that Art ſweet Drayton had, 
Or that happy S waine that ſhall 
Sing Britanias Paſtorall; 
Or to theirs, whoſe Verſe ſor forth 
Roſalind, and Stella's worth; 
They had dow led all their skill, 
Gained on Apollos Hill: 
And, as much mote ſet het forth, 
As I'me ſhott of them in worth. 
They, had unto heights aſpired, 
Might have juſtly been admired; 
And, in ſucli brave Sttaines had moved, 
As of all had been approved 

I, mult praiſe h-r az I may; 
Which 1 due mine one rude way: 
Sometime ſetting forth lier glocies, 
By unheard of Allegories. 
Think not, tho, my Muſe now ſings, 
Meere ablurd, ot fained things, 
t to gold I like her Haire, 
Or, 0 Sracrrcs, her hy es lo faite: 
T bough | praiſe her Skin hy ſnow, 
Q , by Pca:les, her douale-Row3. 
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Tis that you might gatherthence, 

Her unmatched excellence. 
Eyes, as faire (for eyes) hath ſhe 

As ſtarres faire, for ſtarres may be. 

And, each part as taire doth ſhow, 

In it kind, as white in Snow, 

Tis no grace to her at all, 

I her Haie I Same beamer call: 

For, were there a power in Arr, 

So to paurtrait every — 8 

All mea might thoſe besuties ſee, 

As thee du appear to me. | 

I would ſcorne to make compare 

wich the gloriouſt things that ares 
Nought | ere ſaw,faire enow, 

Pur the Haire, the haire to ſhow. 

Yer, ſome think him overbold. 

That compares it but to G d. 

He, from Reaſon ſe emes to ex te, 

Who comme ndin g of his Deare, 


Gives her Lips the Ruhies hue. 


Or ty beatles her Teeth duth ſhew. 
But what Pearles, what Rubies can, 
deeme ſo lovely faire, roman, 

As het Lips whom he doth love, 
When in ſweet diſcourfe they moye ? 
Or herlovelier Leeth the while, 
She doth bleſſe him wich a 1mile; 


Starres indeed, faire Creatures be: 
Yer, amongſt us, here he, 
loyes not more the while he Iles, 
Sunaing in his Miſireſſe yes, 
Then in :1 the glimmering light, 
Ot a ſtartie winrers night ? 


Him to flatter, moſt ſuppoſe, _ 

Thar prefers before the Roſe 

Or the Lillies (whilethey,giow,) 
Or the flakes of — 
Her complexion whom he loveth 2 
And yet, this my Muſe apptoveth. 
For, in ſuch a beauty, meet: 
Vnexpreſſed moving ſweets, -- 
That, (the like unto them) ne mas, 
Evec ſaw but in a Woman, 

Leck on Moon, on Starrs, on Sumne, 
All Gods Creatures over runne. 
See, if all of chem preſents, 

To your mind, ſuch ſweet contents: 
Or, if you from them can take, 
Ought that may a beauty make, 
Shall one halfe ſo pleaſing prove, 
As is Hers, whom you — | 
For indeed, if there had been 
Other mortall Beauties ſeen, 
Objects for the love uf man, 

Vaine was their creation than. 
Yea, if this could well be granted, 
Adam might his Eve have wanted, 
But a woman it the Creature, 
Whoſe ptoportion with our nature 
Beſt agrees; and whoſe perfections, 
Sympathize wit h our affections: 
And not only finds out S enſes, 
Fleaſure in their excellegcics, 

But our reaſon alio knowes 
Sweetneſſe in them, that ourgoes 
Humane wit to comprehend, 
Much more, uuely, to commend, 
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Note, the beauty of · any Eye; 

Aud, if ought you praiſe it by, 

Leave ſuch paſſion in your mind, 

Let my Reaſom eye be blind. 

Marke, if ever red or write, 

Any where, gave ſuch delight, 

u when they have taken place. 

In a worthy womans face, 

He that ſo much hath not not ed, 

Wil not: or is grown beſotted, 
Such as Levers are, conceive, 

What ĩimpreſſions Beautyleave; 


Andthole Hearts, that fire have took, 


By aloyc-enflaming looke : 
Thoſe, belc eve what here 1 ſag 
And, ſuppoſe not that I ſtray, 
Ina — by ſetting forch 

Any praiſe beyond true worth. 

And yet, wherefore ſhould I care, 
What anothers Cenſures ara, 
Since I know her to be ſuch, 

As no praiſe can be too much? 
Allthatſee her, will agree, 

In the ſelfe ſame mind with mez 

If their wit be worth the haviag, 
or their iudgemeiFmerit craving. 
And the man that kens her not, 
Speaks, at beſt, heknowes not what: 
So, his Eayy, or good will, 

Neither doch her good nor ill, 

Then, Fooles cavils I diſdaine, 
And, callbacke my Muſe againe, 
To deciphet out the reſt, 


For, I have too long digteſt. 
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This 
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This is She, in whom there meets 1 cou 
Allvariery of ſweets. ax 
That on earth we Faire may call. F 
Nay, yet more I dare avcr; A | 

He that is poſſeſt of her, * 
Shall at once all pleaſure find, — 
That is reapt from / ind. * 
Oh, what man would further range, p " 
Thar in one might finde ſuch change ? 2 


What dull eye ſuch wotth can ſee, Tha 
And not ſworne a Loverbe ? 


Or, from hence was he, could prove, — 
Such a Monſter in his love; 10 
As, in thought, to uſe amiſe, No: 
Such unequald worth as this? * W 
Pitie twere that ſuch a Creature, * 
Phenix like, for matchleſſe feature, For , 
Should ſo ſuffer; or be blamed, p , 
With what now the Times ate ſhamed. N 
Beautie (unto me divine) — 
Makes my honeſt thoughts encline * 
Vnto better things, then that, 3 
Which the vulget aymech at. Yo! 
And, I vow, I grieve toſce, — 
Any Faire, and falſe to be: * cb. 
Or, when [ ſweet pleaſures find, — 
Matcht with a defiled mind, — 
But (above all others) Her, And 
So much doth my ſoule prefer; | (WH 
That to Him whole ill deſire, Wit] 
Should ſo nurſe a lawleſſe Fire, Ofh 
As to tempt, to that, which might The: 


Dimme her ſacred Virtues light; 


OF PHIDARETE: 


1 could wiſh that he might die 

Ete he did it; though'rwere I. 
For, if She ſhould hapto ſtray, 

Allchis Beautie would away: 

And nor her alone undoe, 

But kill kim, chat prais'd her to. 

Bur, I know her Maher will 

Keep her undiſtained fill : 

That enſuing ages may 

Pattern our, by her the way 

To all goodneſſe. And if Fate 

That appoints all things a Date, 

Heare me would; I'de wiſh that She 

M. ghe for aye preſerved be. 

= that — —_— Cares, 
either all conſuming Yeares, 

Might, from what ſheis, eſtrange her, 

Or m mind, or body change her. 

For, oh why ſhould envious Time, 

perpet tate ſo vile a crime, 

Arto waſte, or wrong, or ſtaine, 

What ſhall ne're be mateht againe? 
Much I Hope, it ſhall not be: 

For, if Love d: cejve not me, 

To that height of Faire ſhe growes. 

Age, or Sicknefſe (Beauties foes) 

Cannot ſo much wrong it there, 

Bur enough there will appeare, 

Ever worthy to be lo vd: 

And, that heart ſhall more be mov d, 

(Where there is a iudging oye) 

With thoſe prints it doth elpie, 

Of her beauty wrong dby Time, 

Then by others, in their prime. 
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One advantage ſhe hath more, 
That adds grace to all before, 
Ir is this; her Beau: ies fame. 
Hath nor done her honour ſhame, 
For, where Beautie we do find, 
Exvy ſtill is ſo unkind, 
That although theit Vertues are 
Such, as paſle their Beauties farte; 
Vet on Slanders rocks they be 
Shipwrackt oftentimes, we ſee: 
Aud are ſubject to the wrong 
Ofa thouſand ſpightfull tongues, 
When the greataſt fault they had, 
Was, that ſome would mak e them bad; 
And not finding them for action, 
Sought for vengeance, by fletraction. 
gut her beauty ſure no tongue, 
Is ſo villa nous to wiong. 
Never did the lealouſt care, 
Any muttering humour heare, 
That might cauſe the leaſt ſuſpects, 
Ot indiff. rent detects. 
And (which ſomewhat ſtranger is) 
They, whoſe {landers few can mille, 
(Though ſer on by evill will, 
And habituated ill ) 
Nothing can of |.cr inyent, 
Whence to frame diſparagement. 
Which, it we reſpect the crimes, 
Of theſe looſe injurious times; 
Doth not only truely prove, 
Great diſcretion in her love: 
And, that ſhe l:ath liv'd uprighr, 
In each jealons tongues de ſpight. 
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zar, it muſt be underſtood, 

Thar her ptivate thoughts are good. 

Yea, tis an apparant ligne, 

That her beauty is divine: 

And, that Angels have a care, 

Mens polluting tongues ſhould ſpare 

To defile what God hath given, 

Tobe deare to Earth, and Heaven. 
Tell me you that heare me now; 

I there any one of you, 

Wanteth feeling of affeRion ? 

Or that loves not ſuch perfection? 

Can there be ſo dull an eare, 

As of fo much wotthto heare; 

And not ſerioufly incline, 

To this Saint · like friend of mine? 

f chere be; the fault doth lie, 

In my art leſſe Pe/y. 

For, If I could reach the Straine, 

Which me thinks I might obrain; 

Or, but wake my meaſures flic, 

Equall wich my fantaſie; 

I would not permit an care, 

To attend unta viſht here; 

f, but ſo much ſence it knew, 

As the blocks that Orpheus drew. 
Think on this deſcription, well, 

And, your nobles Ladies tell; 

Which of you (that worrh can ſee) 

This my Miſtreſſe would not be? 
You brave Eng/iſh, who haverun, 

From the rifing of the Sun: 

Till in travelling you found, 

Bu| Where he doth conclude his Round. 


You, 


- THE MISTRESSE 


You, that have the beautics ſcene, 
Which in fartheſt Landi have boen; 
Andſuryeid the faire reſorrs, 

Ofrhe French and Spaniſh Courts: 
With the beſt that Fame renownes, 
n the rich Trav/- Alpine Townes) 

Do not with our brainleſſe Fry, 

(That admire each novelty) | 

Wrong your Countries fame in ought, 

But, here freely ſpeake your thought; 

And I durſt preſume youle ſwette, 

Shec's not mazched any where. 

Gallanes, you that would ſo fain, 

Nymphs and Ladies loves obtaine, 

You, that ſtrive roſerue and pleaſe, 

Faireft Pueenes and Empreſſts, 

Tell me this, and tcl] we righr; 

If you would nor (ſo you might) 

Leaue them all deſpis d to prove, 

What contents ate in her love? 

Could your Fathers ever tell, 

Of a Nymph did more excell? 

Or hath any ſtory told, 

Ot the like, in times of oldꝰ 

Dido was not ſuch a one, 

Not the Traian Paragone. 

Though they ſo much favour found, 

As to have their honours ere vnd, 

By the beſt of Poets pent, 

Everknown befere or ſince, 

For had Dido been ſo fair, 

Old Axchiſes noble heire; 

ove: command had diſobaid 2 

And with het in Carthage ſtaid: 
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Whern he would have quite fotſwore, 


eeing the Lavinian Shores 


 |Or, had Ledas Daughter been, 


ſhe was the Spartan Queen) 


|Equall with his lovely one, 


Menelays had never gone, 


[From her fight ſo farre away, 


- 
_ —— 


As to leave her for a prey; 


And his roome, to be poſſeſt, 


By her wanton F bryg3ax gueſt. 
But leſt yer among you, ſome, 


\(:| Thinke ſhe way behind cheſe, come: 
muy a little more, and heare me: 


ln another ſtraine Ile reare me. 
He unmaſque a beauty, now, 


'| Which to kifſe, the gods may bow. 


And ſo feelingly did move, 
That your ſoules (hall fall inlove. 
| have yet, the beſt behind; 
Her moſt faire, unequald, M inde. 
his, that l have here expreſt, 
I; but that, which vailes the reſt, 
An incomparable ſbrine, 
Ofa Beauty more divine, 
Whereof, ere I farther ſpeake, 
Off againe, my Song le breake, 
it you among the Roſes, 
Which, yon quickſer hedge incloſes) 
il wich plucking flowers, beguile 
Ted ous ſeeming Time awhile; 
Till I ſtep to yonder Green, 
(Whence the ſheep ſo plain are ſeen) 
|, will be rerurned, eie 
Yeu an houre have ſtayd there, 
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And, excuſe me now, I pra 

h I rudely goe — 
For, Affaires I have to do: 
Which, unleſſe 1 I6ok into 
I may ſing out Summer here, 
Like che idle Graſhopper, 
And at winter hide my head, 
Or elſe faſt, till I am dead. 

Yer ifRufticke Paſt ral. Meaſwer, 
Can ought adde unto your pleaſures; 
I will leave you ſome of thoſe, 
Which, ir pleas'd me to compoſe, 
When diſpairing fits were over; 
And l made a happy Lover, 

Exercis'd my loving paſſion, 
In an other kind offathion. 
Then to utter, I deviſed, 
When I fear'd to be deſpiſed. 

Thoſc; ſhall lye in gage for me, 
Till I backe returned be. 

And, in writing here, you have theme 
Eicher Sing, or Read, or leave them. 


vin 


: 


Dmire not S btpheards Boys 
Why | myt ipe forbeare; . 
My ſorrowes, ond my joy, 
Beyond expreſſion are. 3 
Though others may, 
In Seng diſplty 
Their paſſions, when they wos: 
Yet mine doe flie, 
A pitch tos bigh, 
For words to reach unto. 
If ſuch weake thoughts as theſe, 


Wh otber fancies move, 
Or, if my breaſt did cloſe, 


But common Straines of Loves 


Or 7 ſſion ſtare, 

Learnd me no mere, 
To frele then others doe: 

I'de paint my carts, 

As black as tber, 
And teach my Lynes io wooe . 


But ob! (brice bappy yee, 
Whoſe meant conceit u dull 


You from thoſe thoſe thoughts are fee, 


That fluffe my breaſt ſo full: 
My loves exceſſe, 
Lets to expre ſſe, 

What Song are uſed to: 
And my delights, 


OF PAILAKETE . 
Sonnet I, 


* 60 


Tate ſucb bigh flights, © 
M lojes will me andoe. 
N. 


4 
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« Lovethat's faire, 
Tic, erg Nobh borne, 


but Vite in ſcore." 


plain: 807 4d no Mot. } 
* rayon | 

No biab Ils be, 
For doubt, ſome 7 rinse foo war: 


| t F dee not feare, 
— pry meanneſſe Humer) 
Ihe Willow Branch io weare, 
No, yer the yellow boſe. 

For, if great Love 

Should ſue for loves 
abe would not me ſorgoe: 

Reſort I may, 

night or day. 

»bich braver, dare 101 dot. 


To Lands, to Titles flare 


Adde lo your earths 
— Ronen, Bib, 
Au all you can theretoʒ 
* Nan canner eve 
That beighi of L, 
Wil, 7 in mul . 


Great M en have helps to gaine, 
Thoſe favours they implare; 
Which, though I winne with paine, 
1 find my iojes the more. 
Sach ( lowne may riſe, 
Andclanbe the shies, 
Whey be hath found a Staire : 
But 30) to him 
That dares to clinbe, 
And bath us belpe, but ares 


Some ſay, that Love repents, 

Where For tunes diſagree; 

I know the bigh'ſt contents, 

From low beginnings be, 
Mylove'tunfain'd, 
To ber that daignd, 

From Greatneſſe, foop thereto. 
She loves, cauſe I. 
So meant, dar d lris 

Her better warih is wore. 


And yet allbougb much io, 
My Fortune ſeemes to bleſſe; 
Tan. xt with more annoy, 
Then J ſhall ere expreſſe : 
For. with much paint 
Did 1 obtaint, 
The lem Ile neve forget : 
Which, yet I dare 
or ſhem, nor weare; 
And that breed; all wp 3 
| * 
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IEEE 
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But fie, my fooliſh tongue, 
How looſely mi e 
Firſt, let my Kell be rung, 
Exe 1 doe mort diſcloſe, 7 
Mount thoughts en big; 
Ceaſe words, fi or wh}: 
meaning te divine: 
To thoſe I leave, 
That can concerve, 
So brave @ Love as mine. 


And now no more Ile ſmy, 
mong my fullow S waine : 
& Grover no Hilles ſhall ring, 

Wub Exchots of my plames, 

My Meaſures be 
Conſus'd (you ſee) 
And will not ſute thereto: 
Cauſe, I have more 
Brave thoughts in (tore, 
Ibex words can reach aao. 


OF PHILARETE. © 
Sonnet 22 


HZ away, you Syrens lerve mr, 
And wnclaſj your w.20ten Armes, 
Sugred word: ſball ut ve deceive me, 
(Though thou prove 4 thouſand emerge. 
Fig, fie, forbeare; 
No common [nare, 
Conld ever my affettion chaine: 
Tour painted baits, 
And poore deceits, 
Are all beflowed on me in vaint. 
nens ſlave to ſuch as you bez 
Neit ber ſhall a ſnow) — 


nnen Eye, er Lip o 
Ever 0b me of my 6 


Goe, £80 uiſpiay | —_ 


Tour beauties ray, 
To ſome ort-ſoon enamour'd Swainet 
T boſe common wiles, 
Of (ight and ſmiles, 
Art all beſtowed on mein vane, 
I have elſewhere, vowed a duty; 
T urne awa) thy tempting eyes. ' 
Shew not me 4 n:ked Beautie, 
Theſe Impoſtu res I dafpiſe, 
My Spirit lothes, | 
where gawiy clothes, 
And f1ined Oibes, may love obtaine. 
F loveHerſo, 
boſe looke, ſweœet No; 
That all your labours will be vaint, 
Hz 


— — © . 
* * 
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gee , 
On ber ſweet Breſt, 
That is the pride Creda vtraing: 
Then hold haur tongues, 


| Tour Mermaid Songs, 
Are all beſtum d on me in vaine. 


Hee's a file, but baſely dalier, 
Where each Peaſant Matt! with hin 
gball 1 bunt the thronged Vallier, 
»hilſt iber i noble Hils to climbe 7 
No, ne; t bough Clownes 
Are ther dwith frowne?, 
be beſt can but diſdaine: 
And thoſe lle prove; 
So ſhall yuur Love 


Be all beſtowed, on me in vais. 


ret, I would not daigue embraces, 
With the greateſt faireſt She, 
If another ſhar'd thaſe graces, 
Which had been beſtowed on Me. 
I geve that One, 
My Love, wherenone 
Shall come to vob me of my ge. 
Tour fickle Hearts 
Makes Teares and Aris, 


And all, beſtwed on me in vaines 
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where each Luſifull Lad may woot 
Gioe me Her, whoſe Sun · li Beantit . 
Buz zards dare not ſore uni. 

She, ſhe it is, 

Afﬀords that ble, ; 
For which I would refuſe no paints 

But ſuch as You, 

Fond fooles adut;, 

Tau ſet e io captive mc in uain · 


P* 1) 


. 


Sbee I nere vide, 
The favour ſhe to ms ſball daigne, 
| But,your fond love, 

Will fickle prove : 
Andulltbat truſt in jou art vaines 


. Therefore uw, when 1 eie One, 
( for love employ my breath) 
Sbe J court ſhall be a cop one, 
Though I winue ber with my death, 
A favay there, Ro 
Few ayme at dare © 5 
Au if perbaps, ſome Lover plaine, . 
She is not woune, = wi 
Nor I undone, by; 
By Racing of my love in vaint. Wn 
H 4 | 
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Ladve ine then, you Syrens lenbe me; = 

Seek no more to work my har mes 

Crofiy wilts cannot decerve me; 

ibo am proofe againſt your Charms. 

Tou labour ma), | 
To lead aſtray, 

T he beart, that conſlant val remains : 
And I the while, | 
will ft and ſmile, 

75 ſee you ſpend your time ix vine. * 


Sonnet 3. 


Philomele with ber reine, 
The Spring had w!1com d in 


My Love and 
Had ſetal 

o coſen Argos ſtroveʒ 
And ſeen of naue, 
We got alone, 


Into a ſhach Grove. 


Ox every buſb the Eglentine, 
With leaves perfumad hung. 4 
The Primroſe made tbe hedge. Tue! fue, 
The woods, of Muße te rung. 5 
The Earih, the Aye, ad all thing: did conſpive 
To rai/e contentment bightr, . n 
That bad I come to woe: 
Nor meanes of grace, 
Nor dme, nor places * 


1% Nene waning lbertun i. 


with | 4 
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With hand in hand, alone we walkt, 
And of: e ach ot bir eyde: 
Of Love, and paſſions paſt, we talkt, 
 bich our yoore bearts bath trids. 
Our ſouls, inſus d into tach other wert, 
% Au what may be her cart, 
Did my more ſorrow breed. - - 
One mind we bore; 
One Faub we ſwore : 
Aud both im one agreed. 


Her dainty Palme 1 geniꝶ preßt, 
And wutb her Lips I plaid. 
My Cheek upon be. pant ing Breſt, 
And oa ber Neck 1 laid 
And yet we had no ſence of wanton luſt: 
No! did we then miſtruſt 
Tbe pojſon in the ſweet. 
Our Bodics wrought 
Socloſe, we i , 
Becauſt our Soules ſhouid meet. 


ub pleaſant toyle, we breatbleſſe grow; 
And kift in warmer bleed ; 
Vpon her Lips, the Hony-dew, 
Like drops of Roſes flood; 
Aud en thoſe Flowers plaid I the buſit Beez 
Whoſe ſweets were ſuch tome, 
Them could 1 not forget, 
No, not to feaſt, 
On Venus Breſt; 


4 


* 
% 


hence ſtraames Afar * 
3 


KO. 
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And Visruc quite, 
u'as put to flight, 
Or for the tine eftrang d. 


Ob! what ere we, if in our firength, 
We over-boldly iruſt ? 
The frontal forts, will yeeld at length. ö 
Ard ſo ur Virtues mult. | 
In Me, uo force of Reaſon bad prevaild; y 
If (be badalſo faild, 
* oy 80 ftraid, 
ted wrilt; 


M 
ind — teares ſbe ſazds 


Sweet heart (quot ſhe) if in iir bref, 
Thoſe Virtues ve be, 

which hitherto thou baſt profes 
And 1 beletv d in ibee : 

Thy Selfe and Me,ghſeak uot to abuſe, a 

whilſt Thee 1 thus refuſe, 

In botter flames 1 frie: 
Tet, let us not, 
Our true loveſpe!, 

Db, rather les ou ite 


OF PHILAR 
Por, if thy beart ſbowld fall from toad, 


Phat would become of mine ? 
As ſong a paſſion, ftirres by _ 
Alcan diſtemper 
rab ee 
Though it 

And my deſires — 
For, where we ſee, 
Such breaches be, 

They ſcldome ſtep agains, 


Are we the Iwo, that have ſo lang, 
Zach others loves imbrat 1? 
And never did A fiction wank, 
| Nor think a thought ? 
And foall, ob. ſha] we now, 0ur marbles i io, 
For one podt thuch diftroy? 
And all content ge? 
Oh no, my Dear, * N 
Sweet beart, ſor beare; 
I will not looſe thee ſa. 


For, ſhould we do adtedſo baſe, . 
(As it can ntuty be) 
I could no mort have ſeen thy fact, 
Nor wouldft thou look on me. 
- — of all our grow eſham a, 
ad bluſh hen the art nam d, 
7 ac tbough thou can ant wert) 
emp nowyp! a 
ad | 
Would fl um- my bart, 


* 


TE 


. 
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1 bat goodly thing db we obtain, 
If 7 conſent to bee? 
Kare injes we looſe, and what we gain 
le oe to Il ue 
ta, ome 44 fo lu 61 7 
Drive Love arſe wind; | 
Hnd ſo much Kea/on miſſe: 
1 hat they admire, 
What hind of fre, 
A chaft offiGiow ii. 


No vulger bliſe1 Om, 
ben firſt / beard thee woot. 
Jie never m a man for that, 
n lich ever) Gyaame can doe. | 
If that bttvor; the baſef! men.that dts. 
Doe love as well we. 
#bo, if we beare n well, © 
© Doe paſſe them they 
As Angels, wen 
tn g/ory doe excel. 


whilſt thus ſbe ſake, a crate Band 
Of Paſſnsceand my eue: 
And, what one ſeemed 0 
Ano: ber did cuntroule. : : 
Twixt Good and I, del divided ke: 
But, 4s I raid mine de, 
In ber me thought t ſaw © 
Theſe virtuti ſhine, 
Wheſe reyes droine, 
Firſt gave Deſiit a Lu. 


with that, I felt the bluſh) of ſhame, 


Into my cbeth return; 
And Love, did with a chafter flame, 
Within my Boſome burnt. 
$i [oute ber l gt of reaſon bos red 
And by thoſe brames lviend, 
How (1 ij Luſt enſnares; 
And all ibe fires, 
Of ill Deſires, 
7 quenched with wy Teares, 


Co Wamtons now; and flout at this 
My coldneſſe, if you bit; 
Vane fooles, you never knew the bliſſe, 
That doch in Love conſiſt, 
Tow {igh,and weep, and labour to eniey, 
A Sbide, a Dreame, a T0). 
Poore folly you purſue, 
And are unlleft, 
Since every leaſt, 
In pleaſure equals you, 


Jau nber took ſo rich content, 
Ia all your waxion play, 

Ai this to me hath pleaſure lent, 
That Chaſt [he went away. 
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For as ſome fem, which we committed buve; 


Sbyp ſtings behind them leave. 
Whereby we vexed are: 
So, il uppreſt, 
Begettub veſt, 
Aud peace, wilhout compares 
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But left this Gongueſt ſight you make, 
which en my ſetfe 1 wonnt; 
Twelve labour: I will auderta le, 
with loves villorious Sonne, 
Ere 1 Wi/l ſucb another brunt endure. 
For , bad Diana part, 
Thus tempred been to (une; 
That Queen of Nights 
With ber chaſt lights 
Had ſcarce a Maiden bin. 
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No your voyce? Carroll them? 


Oh 


| O. how honor'd are my Songs; 


Grac't by your melodious rongues? 
And how pleaſing doe they ſeem, 


Were not, yet that taske to do, 

Which my word inioynes me to 

l ſhould begge of you, to heare, 

What your owne inventions Were, 
But, (before 1 ought will rave) 

What 1 promis d, you ſhallbave, 

And, as | on mortall Creatures, 

Cald, to view her bodies fearures; 

Shew:ng how to make the Senſes, 

Apprehend her «xcellencer. 

Now; | ſpeake of no worſe ſubieQ, 

Then a Soules, and Reafons obict : 

(And relate a Beauties glories, 

Fitting heavenly Auditeries) 

Therefore, whilſt i fir and ſing, 

Hemme me Angels, in a Ring, 

Come ye Spirits, which have eyes, 

That can gizeon Deityes: 

And unclog d, with bruitiſn ſences, 

Comprehend ſuch cxcellences. 

Or, if any mortall care, 

Would be granted leave toheare, 

(And find proſit wich delight, 

In vhat now i ſhall indice 

Let him fi: be ſure, to ſeaſon 

A prepared heait with teaſon: 

And, with iudge ment, drawing nigh, 

Lay all fond afcQiors by. 
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through all her vailings, He 
Shall the and. of — 
Zut, avoid you earih bred Wighis, 
Cloid with ſenſnall aypetites. 
Ou baſe obiects glut your eyes, 
Till your ſtarveling ** ſure dyes. 
Feed your cares with ſach dehights, 
As may match your groſſe conceits; 
For, wu hin your muddy brain, 
Theſe, you never can contain, 

Think not you, who by theſence, 

Only iudge of excellence; 

(Or doe all contentment place, 

In the beauty ofa face) 
Thattheſc higher thoughts of our, 
Scare le baſc a pitch as your. 

] can give as well as you, 
Outward Beauties all their due: 

1 can moſt contentments ſee, 
That in love or women be, 

Though I dotenor onthe features, 
Of our daintieſt female creatures; 
Nor, was eie ſo void of ſnames, 

Az to play their la vleſſe games) 

I more piize a ſnowy Hand, 

Then the gold on Tagus ſttand: 

And a dainty Lippe before 

All che greateſt Monarchs ſtore⸗ 

Yea, from theſe I reape as true, 

And as Jarge contents as you 
Yer, to them I am nat tide, 

I have rarer ſweers eſpide; 


(Wider proſpe&zof true pleaſure) 
— — 
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jn her Soule, my Soule defcrier, 
Obiects, that may feed her eyer. 
And the beau y of her mind, 
Shewes my Reaſon where to find, 
All wy former pleafure doubled, 
Neither with ſuch paſſion troubled; 
As where with it oft was croſt 
Nor ſo eaſie to be loſt. 

I, that raviſht lay, wel nigh, 
By the luſtre of her eye? 
_ had almoſt ſnorac affe ion, 
To the fore expreſt perfection 
As if nothing bad been higher, 
Whereunto I might aſpire, 
Now, have found, by nedrery 
Inward wo: th, that ſhining clearer; 
(By aſweer andſecret moving) 
Dra we s me to a dearer loving. 
And, whilſt I that love conceive, 
Such impre ſſions it dethlcaye, 
In che intellective partz 
As, defaceth — — _ 
Ev'ry thought of thoſe deli 
Which allure baſe — * 
And, my mind ſo much imploy es, 
In contemplat ing choſe joyes, 
Which, a purer fight doth find, 
Inthe beauty of her mind: 
That, I ſo thereon am ſer, 
As (me thinks) I could forget, 
All her ſweeteſt outward graces 2 
Though 1 lay in her imbraces. 
But, ſome thit k n; with aſmile, 


What they would have done the while: 
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Now 


Now my words are ſuch, , 
Az my power toe 
For, all thole, our Wantons hold, 
Void of Vigor, dull and cold: 
Or (at beſt) but fools, whoſe flame, 
Mikes not way unto their ſhame. 
Though at length with griefe they ſee 
They the fooles do prove to be. 
Theſe, the body ſo mach minded, 
That their reaſon over-blinded, 
By the pleaſures of the Sente, 
Hides from them that excellence; 
And that ſweetneſſe, wheſe true worth, 
I am hereto — 
Tis not; tis noty thoſe rare graces, 
That do lurke in womens faces. 
Tis not, adiſplayd perfection, 
Yourhfull eyes, nor clearo complexion; 
Nor askin, ſmooth ſatten like, 
Nor a 6ainty Roſie check, 
That to wantonneſſe can move, 
Such as vertuouſly do love? 
Beauty, rather gently drawes 
Wild Deſires, to Reaſens Lawesz 
And of: frights men from that ſin, 
They had elſe tranſgrefled in: 
Through a ſweet amazement, ſtrooke, 
From an over -ruling looks. 
Beautie never tempteth men 
To laſcivloulneſſe; but when 
Careleſſe ĩdleneſſe hathbroughi 
Wicked longings into thought. 
Nor doth youth, or heat of blood, 
Make men prove what is not good 
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Nor the ſtrength of which they va unt, 
Tis the ſtrength, and power they want, 
And the baſeneſſe of the Mind, 
Makes their bruit de ſit es inclind, 
To purſue thoſe yaine delights, 
Which affect their Appcrites, 
And fo blinded do they grow, 
(Who are overtaken ſo) 
As their dulnefle cannot ſee, 
| Norbeleeye that better be 
Some have bloud as hot as their, 
Whoſe affections looſeſt are; 
Bodies that require no art, 
Toſupply weake Natures pare. 
Vcuch they have; and, ſure, might ro, 
Boaſt of whar, ſome (ſhameleffe doc) 
Yer, their Minds that aĩme more high, 
(Then thole baſer pledſureslyc) 
Taught by Virtus can ſuppreſſe, 
All attempts of wantonneſſe. 
And ſuch powerfull metives frame, 
Toextinguiſh Poſſims flame; 
That (by reaſons good ditection) 
Qualifying looſe affeQion; 
They ' in midſt of Beauties fires, 
Walke unſcorcht of ill Deſires. 

Yer, no ſuch, as Qupid ſhame, 
Keeps from aQions worthy blame, | 11 
But, in all lo truly Man, | 
That their appte henſions can 
Pr ze the bodies urmeſt worth: 
And, fiad many pleaſures forth, 
In thuſe Beautie:ʒmote then you, 
That abuſe them, ever knew. nur 
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But, perhaps her onward grace, 
Here deſcrib'd, hath tane fuch place, 
In ſome ore - enamourd breaſt, 

And ſo much his heart poſſeſt, 
As he thinkt it paſſeth telling, 
How ſhe may be more excelling: 
Or what worth, Ican prefer, 
To be more admir'd in Her. 
Therefore, now I will be briefe, 
To prevent that miabeliefe. 
And, if there be prefear here, 
Any one, whoſe nicer care: 
Taskes my Meaſures, 23 offendiag, 
In too ſcrioufly commending 
What affe&s the Senſe; or may, 
Iniure Virtue any way, _ 
— — tis —_— ood, 

t were truely good 
It could never breed o ence, 
That 1 ſhewd the excellence, 
With the power of God and Nature, 
In the beanty of his creatnre. 
They from thence would rather raiſe, 
Cauſe, ro meditate his praiſe 2 
And thus thinke; How faire muſt He, 
That hath made this Faire- one be | 

That, was 2 — end. 
And, to make them more attend 
Vato this; ſo much excelling, 

As it paſſeth meanes of telling. 

But at worſt; if any ſtraine, 
Makes your Memories retaine, 
Sparks of ſuch a banefull fire, 

Az may kindle ill deſire: 
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This, that followes after, (hill 
Not alone extinguiſh all, 
Bur, ev u make y-u bluſh with ſhame, 
That your thoughts were ſo to blame. 
Yer, I know, when L have done, 
(la reſpect ofthar * 2 Sunne, 
Whoſe ine ſtimable light 

| would blax on to your fight) 

Theſe enſuing flaſhes, are, 

As to (ynthja's beames a Starre; 

Or, a petty Comets ray, 

To the g'orious Eye of Day, 

For, what power of wordsor Arr, 

Can her worth at full impart ? 

Or, what is there, may be found, 
Plac'd within the Senſesbound; 

That can paint thoſe ſweers to me, 
Which the eyes of Loye doe ſee? 

Or the Beauties of that Mind, 

Which her body hath enſhrin'd, 

Can I thinke, the Guide of Heaven, 

Hath ſo bountifully given, 

Outward features, cauſe he meant, 
To have made leſſe excellent, 

Her divine part? Or ſuppoſe, 

Beasty, Goodneſſe doth oppoſe; 

Like thoſe fooles, who doe deſpaire, 
To find any Geod and Faire? 
Rather, there l ſeck a mind, 

Moſt excelling, where I find 

God hath to the body lent, 
Moſt-beſeeming Ornament. 

Bur, though he that did inſpire . 
Faſt, the true Prometbegn fire- 
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In each ſeverall ſoule did place 

Equall excellence and Grace, 

As ſome think; yet heve not they 

Equill beauties every way. 

For, they wore or leſſe appeare, 

At the outward Organs are : 

— — 

O , e or : 

And I doe - - may 

Thar, as we the Body view: 

Nearer to perfection grow; 

So, the Soule her ſelſe doth ſhow: 

Ocker wore, and more excelling, 

In her power;as in he: dwelling, 

For, that pui eneſſe giveth way, 

Better to diſcloſe each Ray, 

To the dull conceit of man, 

Then a gteater ſubſtance can. 

Thus, through ſpotlefſe C briſtall /e 

May the Dayes full glory ſee; 

When, if cleareſt Sunbeames paſſe, 

Through a foule polluted glaſſe: 

So discolourd they l oppeare; 

Azthoſe Stains they ſhene through, were. 
Let no Griticke ca vill then, 

ITI dare affirme agen; 

That her minds perfections ate, 

Fairer then her Bodie's far; 

And, I need not prove it by 

Axiom of Philoſopby, 

Since no proofe can better bey 

Then their rare efteR in me. 

For,while other men complaining, 

Tellheir Miſtreſs diſdaining 


Free 


OF PHICARETE. 
© | Free from care, l write a ſtorie, 
only of her worth and glory. 


While molt Lovers pining fir, 
ob d of libertic and wit) 


! | Vafſaling themſelves with ſhame, 


| Io ſome proud imperious Dame: 
Or, in Songs their Fate bewailing, 
Shew the world their faithlesfayhngs 
], cowreath*d with boughs of Myrtle, 
Fare like the beloved Tuxile. 
Yea while moſt, are woſt untoward, 
Peeviſh,vaine, inconſtant, froward, 
While their beſt content ments bring, 
he but after-forrcwing, 
She, thoſe childiſh humours lighting, 
lach conditiens ſo delighting, 
And doth ſo my bliſle indeavour, 
As my ioy incęeaſeth ener, 
By her ations Jean ſee, 
That her Paſſions ſo ogree, 
Vnto Reaſon, as they erre, 
Seldome to diſtewper her. 
Love ſhe can (and doch) but ſo, 
As ſhe will not overthrow, 
Loves content by any folly, 
or, by deeds that are unholy: 
Dotingly, ſhe nete affecti; 
Neither willingly neglects 
Honeſt loves but meancs doth find, 
With diſcretion to be kind. 
' | Tis not thundring Phraſe nor Obes, 
' |Henors,wealth,nor painted Clothes. 
' That can her good liking gaine, 
ao other worth remains. 


i 
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Never took her heart, delight 
In your Court Hermapbrodite, 
Or ſuch frothy Gallanis, as p 
For the times Heroes pafſe, 9 5 
Such; who (till in love) doe all 
Faire, and Sweet, and Lady call. 
Aud where Cre they hapto ſtray, 
Eitler prate the zeſt away; . 
Or, of all diſcourſe to ſcek, 
Shuffle in at cent, or Gleek. 

Goodneſſe more delights he 
All cheir Maske of 
Fond, ſhe hateth to appeate, 

= the — as deare, 

As art of li nt : 
Or, the beſt of her content. 
Ifthe heat of youthfullfres, 
Warme her with thoſe deſires, 
Which are by the courſe of Natute, 
Stirdin every perfeR Creature ; 
Asthoſe Paſſsmw kindle, ſo 
Doth Heavens grace, and Rraſom grow 
Abler, to — in her | 
Thole rebellions; andthey tire, 
Never — 2 then 
One thought allayes agen. 1) 

—— lo chaft y ſhe, | 
As the new-blowne Roles be. | 
Or, the drifts of Snow, that none 
E ver toucht, or looktupon, . wo 
But, chat were not worth a Flie, ___.. 
Seeing ſomuch Chaſlitie, 3 
Old pigmalions Plctute had: 15 
Tea, tholc Suawebs borne or made, 


” 
r than, 
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Ne'ce to know Defire; might ſay, 
She deſery'd no more then they. 


Whereas, whilſt chair worth 
From ſuch wants, as they er] amor 


B: unmoy'd (cauſe Nature fram'd 
No affections to be tam'd) 


Through her dainty limbs, ate ſpread, 


Vigour,hear,and freely (hed, 
Life blood into every vaine; 
Till they fill, and ſwell againe: 


And no doubt they ftrive to force 


Way, in ſome forbidden Cours 
Which, by Grace ſhe till refiſts; 
And fo courbs within their liſte, 
Thole Defires: that (he is chaſter, 
Then if ſhe had none ro maſter, 

Malice, never lets (ie in: 
Neither hates (be ought, but fin. 
Exvy if ſhe could admit, 

Ther's no me2nes to nouriſh it: 
For, her geutle heart is pleay'd. 
When ſhe knowes anothers em d. 
And thei' none, who ever got 
That perfection, ſhe hath nor, 
So, that no cauſe is there, why 
She ſhould any one envy, 

MiIdly angry ſhec'le appeale, 
Toat the baſer Rout may feare; 
Through preſumption to miſdoe. 
Yer, (he often faines that to. 

But let wrong be whatſoever, 
She gives way to Cboller, never. 

If ſhe e te of Vengeance thought, 
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Twas nor life, nor bloud was looght; 
1 
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Bur (at moſt) ſome prayer to move, 
Iuſtice for abuſed Loye 3, 
Or, that Fate would pay againe, 
Loves neglectots with dildainc, 
It ſhe ever cray'd of Fate, 
To obtaine a higher State; 
on ambicionſly were given) 
ure, twas but to climbe to heaven, 
Pride, is from her heart as farie, 
As che Poles in diſlance are. 
For, her worth, nor all this praiſe, 
Can her hum lc ſpirit raiſe, 
Leſſe to prize me, then before; 
Or her ſelſe ro valuz more, 
Were ſhe Paine; ſhe might alle Ige, 
Twere her Sexes ptiviledge, 
Bar, ſhee's ſuch; as (doubtleſſe) no man 
Knowes leſle folly, in a woman. 
Toprevent a being Jale, 
Sometime, with her curious N edle, 
(Though it be her meaneſt glory) 
She ſo limnes an Antique ſtory, 
As Minerva (would ſhe take it) 
Might her richeſt Sample make it. 
Other while, againe, ſhe rather 
Labors, with. delight to gather 
Knowledge from ſuch learned Writs, 
As are left by famous Witz. 
Where, ſue chiefly ſec ks to know, 
God; Her ſilſe; and what we owe 
Toour Neigbbour ſince with theſe, 
Come all necdfull Knowledges. 
She, with Adam, never will 
Long to learne both Good and 7!; 


But, 


— — - % > tw} CH „ 


2 "xy 


Buy 


But, her Nate well under ſtood, 
Reſts her lelte, content with Good. 
Avarice, abhort eth (he, 
As the lothſom'ſt things that be: 
Since ſhe knowes it is an I), 
That doth ipeſt vertue kill. 
And, hete ere it comes to reſt, 
(rhoughi n ſome ſtriqt Matrons brei) 
Be ſhe nc te lo ſeeming iuſt, 
lle no ſhewes of Goodneſſe truſt, 
For, it you but gold can bring; 
Such, are hii'd co any thing. 
If you think the lealous be; 
You are wide. For, credit me, 
Her ſtrong'ſt lealouſies, noug ht are, 
Ochet then an honeſt care, 
Ot her friends. And, moſt can tell, 
Who fo wants that, I ves not well, 


Though lom- lit: Is feare the ſnowes, 


'Iis ns moe then love allowes ; 

So the palli 11G nat move her, 
Till the g11zve, or weong her lover. 
She may think He may doll; 
Though, heel not beleeve he will. 
Nor, cin fu ha hatmleſſe thou ht, 
Blemiſh true affection ought: 
Rather, when os elle it would, 
Through ſecurity grow cold, 

This her baſſi n, «ceping meaſure, 


Strengthens Love, indlweetens Pleaſu: e, 


Cruel y her ſoule deteſtsʒ 
For, wit un her boſome teſis, 
Noble ſt Patty; ucheid by, 
An unequali'd Couttelie. 
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And, is griev'd at good mens moane 

As if the griefe were all her owne. ; 
Iuſt ſhe js; ſo iuſt, that! 

Know ſhe would not wrong a Flye; 

Or, oppteſſe the meancht thing, 

To be Miftrefle to a King. 

If our Painters would include, 
Temperance and Fertuude, 

In one PiQure; She would hr, 
For the nonce to patterne itt 
Patient as the Lamb is ſhe, 
Harmeleſſe, as the Tres be. 
Yea, ſo largely ſtor'd, w:th all 
Which we Mortals Gcodneſſe cal; 
That, if ever Virlue were, 

Or may be, incarnate here; 

This is ſhe, whoſe praiſes, l 
Offer to Eter nitic. 

Shce's no Image ti im d about, 
Faire within, and foule without z 
But a Jem that doth appeare, 
Like the Di mcud, ev<ry where, 
Sparkling rayes of Beautie fort!; 
All of ſuch unblemiſht worth, 
That wert poſſible your eye 
Might her inmoſt choughts eſpie, 
And behold the dimmeſt part, 
Of che luſtre in her heart. 

It would find that Center paſſe, 
What the Super ficies was. 
Ana, that every angle chere, 
Ike a Diamonds infide were. 
For, althoughthat Excellence 
Page the piercingſt Eye of Sence; 


( 
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By their operations we, 

Gueſſe at things that hidden be. 

do (beyond our common reach) 

Wiſe men can by Reaſon teach, 

What the influences been, 

Of a Planet, when unſcen; 

Ot the Beautie of a Starre, 

That doth ſhine above us farre. 

So, by that wide-beaming Light, 

Where with Titan Courrs our fight, 

By his cloathing ot the Earth; 

By the wondrous, yarious Birth, 

Of new Creatures, yeerely bred - _ 

Through his heat, and nouriſhed 3 

And by many Virtues moe 

(Which our Senſes reach unto) 

We conclude; they are not all, 

Which make faire that goodly Ball, 
Though ſhe prize her honour mores 

Then the far-ferchr precious ſtore 

Of the rich Molucchi, or 

All the wealth was tcaffickt for, 

vince our Yeſſels, paſſage knew 

Vnto Mexico, Peru: 

Oc thole ſpacious Kingdomes, which 

Make the proud Iberiant rich, 

Tis not that uncertaine blaſt, 

Keeps my Miſtreſſe Good, or Chaſt, 

She, that but for honours lake, 

Doth of ill a Conſcience make; 

(More in feate what Ru oc ſeyes, 

Then in love to vettuous wayes) 

Though ſhe ſeem d more civill than, 

Vu have ſeen a Courtezan, 
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For an honor: And eties 0h fie, 

Ar each ſhew of vanirie. 

Though ſhe cenſure all that be, 

Nor ſo fooliſh coy as ſhe. 

Though ſhe with the Roman Dam 
Kill her ſelfe, ro p'1rchale fame. 

She would proſtitute become, 

To the meaneR baſeſit Groome; 

If ſo cloſely they may doc ir, 

As the world ſhould never know it. 
So at beſt tholc women prove, 

That for honour; virtue love. 

Give me her, that G oodneſſe chuſet h 
For it owne lake: And re fuſeth 

To have gteateſt honors gain'd, 
With her ſecret conſcience ſtain d. 
Give me her, that would be poore; 
Dic diſgtac't, nay, thought a whoore; 
And cach Times reproc!: become, 
Till the generall day of Doome: 
Rather then conſent to act 

Pleaſing ſinne, thongh by the fad, 
(With eſteem of vettuous) ſhe 
Miglitthe Girmas Empreſſe be. 

Such my Iliſtriſſe it; and nought 
Shail have pawer to change her thought, 
Plaalures cannot tempt her eye, 
On their Bayts co glance awry. 
Fo: il: eir good the ſtill eſteemts, 
As it is;not at it ſeemes: 
And, ſhe takes no comfort in 
S wecteſt pleaſure, ſowr'd with Sin. 

By her lelfe, (he hath ſuch care, 

That her actions decent are, 


For, 
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For, 


For, were ſhe in ſecret hid, 

None might ſee her what ſhe did, 
She would doe, 2s if for ſpies, 

Every wall were ſtucke with eyes. 
And be chary of her honour, 

Cauſe the heavens do look upon her, 
And, oh what had power to move, 
Flames of Luſt, or waaton love, 

So farre, to diſparage us, 

If we all, were minded thus ? 

Thele are Beauties that (hill laſt, 
When the Crimſon bloud ſhall waſt; 
And the ſhining Haire waxe gray, 

Or with age be worne away. 

Thele yceld pleaſures, ſuch as might 
Be temecabred with delight; ; 


When we gaſpe our lateſt breath, ” '_ 


On the loathed bed of death. 
Though diſcreetly ſpeake ſhe can, 
Shee'I be ſilent, rather than 
Talke while orhers may be heard, 
As ifſhe did hate, or fear'd, 
Their Condition; who willforce 
All, ro wait on their diſcoutſe. 
Reaſon hath on her beſtowed 
Mote of knowledge, then ſhe owed 
To that Sex. and Grace wich it, 
Doth aright her PraRiſe fit. 
Yer, hath Fate ſo framed her, 
As ſhe may at ſometime, erre: 
But, if ere her judgement ſtray, 
Tis that other women may, 
Thoſe aſing Beauties ſee, 
Which iny ee l ling Natures be. 
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For, ſince no perfection can 

Here on earth be found in Md 

Ther's more good in free ſubmiſſions, 
Then ther's ill in our tranſgreſſions, 


Should you heare her, once,contend, 
In diſcourſing, to defend 
(As ſhe can) a doubtfull C auſe: 
She ſuch ſtrong Poſitions drawes 
From known Truths, and doth apply, 
Reaſons wich ſuch Maieſtic : 
As if ſh: did undertake, 
From ſome Oracle to ſpeake, 
And you could nor think, what mighe 
Breed more love, or more delight. 
Vet, if you ſhould mark agen, 
Her diſcreet behaviour, when 
She finds reaſon to repent 
Some wrong-pleaded Agent. 
She ſo remperate)y lets all 
Her miſ held opinions fall; 
And, can with ſuch mildne ſſe bow: 
As'twill wore enamour you, | 
Then her knowledge. For, there are 
Pleafing ſweers without compare 
Inſuch yeeldingi; which doe prove, 
Wit, Humluie, and Love. 
Yea, by thoſe miſtakings; you 
Her Condition ſo hall know, 
(And the nature of her mind, 
So undoubredly ſhall fi d) 
As will make her, more endeared, 
Then if ſhe had never eried. 
Fart herʒthat ſhe nought may miſſe, 
Mhich worth praiſe in woman is: 


This, 
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This, unto the reſt I add, 
If I wound, or ſickneſſe had; 
None ſhould for my curing tune. 
(No not ta A poll s ſonue) 
She, ſo well, the Viriueknowes, 
Of each nee dfull Heatb thai growes; 
And ſo fitly can apply, 
Salvcs to every Malady? 
That, if the, noſuccour gave me, 
Twere no meanes of Art could ſave me} 
Should my Soule oppreſſed lye, 
(Sunke with griefe — ſorrow nigh) 
She ba: h balme for minds diſtreſt; 
And could caſe my painted breaſt, 
She ſo well know: 3 how to ſeaſon, 
Paſſionate diſcourſe with. Reaſon; 
And knowes how to ſweeten ir, 
Both with ſo much love anc?wir; 
Thar, it ſhall prepare the Sence, 
To give way with lefleoffcnce. 
For, grie vt d minds can ill abide, 
Ceunlell ehurliſhly appli'd: 
Which, inſtead of comfortings; 
Deſperation, often brings. 
Bur, harke N ympbs:me thinks, I heare. 
Mucke, ſounding in mine eate 
Tis a Lute: And hee's the beſt 
For a Voice, in all the t, 
That doth touch it. And the S waine, 
I would have you beare fo faine, 
That my Song, forbea re will l. 
To attend his melodie; 
Hit her comes he, day by day, 
Ia cheſe Groves to ling * | 
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And, in ye n cloſe Arbor, He 
Sitteth now, expecting me, 

He, fo baſhiull is; that mute 
Willhis Tongue be, and his Lute, 
Should be happen to eſpie 

This, unlookt for company. 

If you, therefore liſt to heare him, 
Let's with ſilence walke more neet him. 
Twill be worth yeur pains(belceve me) 
(Ita Voice, content may give yce) 
And, awiit you (hall Nat long; 

For, He now begins a Song. 
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Sonnet I. 


VV Hat is the cauſe, when elſewbere 1 reſert, 
have my Geſlares, and Diſcourſe more free? 

And (if | hee) can any Beauty Court, 

Yet ftand(o dull, and ſo demare by thee ? 


Why are my /peeches broken, whilſt I talke? 
„in dye I ſeare almoſt thy hand to touch ? 
Wy dare I not imbrace thee as wi walk. - 
| Sixce,wich the greateſt Nymphs Ide dar das muc b) 
Abl An that none of theſe 1 eve affected 
And therefore, us'd a careleſſe Courtſbip there: 
Becauſe, I ntiiher their Diſdaine ri pected, 
Nor rec hond ibem, or i heir embraces deare, 
But. ts ving 1 bee, m Lo hath found cone xi; 
And rich delights, in things indiſferenrt. 


: 


Sonnet 2. 


VVV. covet I, thy bleſſed eye t to ſee; : 
Whoſe ſweet a ſꝰect, may chtere the ſaddeſt mind?- 

Why, when our bedies muſt divided be, 

can I no boure of reſt, or pleaſure ſind ? 

Why doe I ſleeping ſlart, andwiking mont, 

To find, that of my dreamed Hopi 1 nuſſe ? 

Why, do 1 often contemplate alone, 

Of ſuch a thing as iby Perfeftien is? 

And wherefore, when we meet, dab Poſſion 9 

M) ſpeccble(ſe Tongue, and leave mein a panting? * 
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Why doih my heart ore chargd with feare and hope, 
(1# ſpight of Reaſon) almoſt droop ie fainting ? 
Becauſe in Me ih excellencies moving, 
Have dimm mt to an Excellence in loving. 


Sonnet 3; 


Faire, ſnce thyVirtues my «ffeftions move, 
And I bave vowd, my pwpoſe i 10 ioyne, 

in an eternal! bond of cbafleſt Love) 

Our Sou ei, '0 make a Mariage molt divine. 

Why (hou maiſt think) chen, ſtemeeth be 10 mix, 

An outward Beauties fading bew ſo much? 

© by, dulh be read ſuch Leddures in mint ey: it 

And of en fire nn tender palme 10 lou, 

Oh pv don my preſuming: For I (waare, 

My Love is ſchlad, with no luſt full ſpot : 

Tby Soules pe faction, trough thoſe vailes apprare, 

And I balfe faint; that I ttbrare them not. 

No foe Deſires doth make thy touches ſweet, 

Au, n Soul firiveth, with thy Soule to meet, 
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Sonnet 44 


Sal! waſting in Difpaire, 

Dye becauſea Womans faire? 
0r make pale my cheets with care, 
(ayſe anotbers Roſie ave ? 
de ſhe furer then the Day, 

0, the Flowry Meads in May; 

If (le be not ſo to me, 

What care I bow faire ſhe be. 


Show/d my beart be griev d or piu d 
lanſe I ſee a W oma find > 
or a well diſpoſed Nature, 
lyncd with e lovely Featwe ? 
be ſhe meeker, kinder, than 
Turtle. Dovr, or Pelican: 
If ſhe be not ſo to me, 
What cart I, bow kind ſhe be. 


„ 


* | Shall a Womans Virtues move, 
net Me to perifh for her love ? 

* | Oy, ber woll-deſerving known, 
Make me quite forget mane one ? 
be ſhe with that Goodneſſe bleſt, 
Which may gaine ber name, of Beſt: 11 

Tf ſhe be not ſuch to me. 17 
What care I bo good ſe it, | 
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Cauſe her Fortune ſeems tos bigh, 
Shall 1 play the foot and dye ? 
Thoſe that bear a noble mind, 
Where the) want of riches find, 
T bink, that with ibem, hey would do, 
Thai without them dare to webe. 
And, unleſſe that mind I ſce, 
N bat care I, thougb great ſhe be, 


Grear,or Good, or Kind, or Faire, 
1 will ne're the more diſpairt, 
If S be love me, this beleeve; 
I will aye, Ore (ht ſhall gricue, 
If jheſl gb: me, when 1 woo; 
I can ſcorne, and le; ber goe. 
For, if ſhe be not for me, 
What care I, for whom ſhe be, 


Sonnet 


net 


OF PHILARETE. 
Sonnet 5, 


Iandred out a while agoue, 

And went 7 know not whuher : 
byt, there do Beauitts many a one, 
Reſort, and mect togethur. 
And Cupids power will there be ſnamne, 
jf ever jou come bitber. 


For, like two Sunnes, two Beauties bright, 
Iſbining ſaw together. 

4nd, tempted by their dd le light, 

Guy tyes I xt on either: 

Til 61h at once, ſo hal 4 my ſigi t, 
v', and gew not wbeiher. 


Wh equal! ſrecet Venus gau, 

That I prefer d not eicher. 

Axd wh:n for love, F ibougli to wave, 
| knew no! well of whether. 

F or, one while, I his, I w:ſbt tobe, 
Azd then, I That, badleifer. 


A Lover of the curiouſi Eye, 

Might have been pleas dis either. 
Aud ſo, I muſt cmfeſſe, ought I, 
Had hey not been together. 
Ne, bot b muſt love, or buth dem, 
None, enjoy 1 neither. 


Bu. yet at laſt I [capt the ſmart, 

7 feard, at comming hitber. 

For, ſeeing my divided hurt, 
Ichuſing, kncw uot whether. 
Love angry grew, aud did depayrs 
And now, I care for neither; © 
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CFe; theſe Trees ſo ill did hide us, 
hat the Shepheard bach eſpide us: 
And(as icalous of his cunning ) 

All in haſt away is running. 

To enttent him backe againe, 

Would be labour ſpent in vaine. 

You may therefore, now, betake ye 
To the Muſicke | can make ye; 

Who, doe purpoſe my Invention, 
Shall purſue my firſt intention 

For, in Her (whoſe worth 1 tell) 
Many excellences dw: Il, 

Vet unmeniion'd. whoſe perfeRions 
Worthy are of beſt affect ons. 

That, which is ſo rate to find, 
Both in Man, and Womankind: 
That; whoſo abſence Love detaceth, 
And both Sex<s more dilgraceth, 
Then the ſpight of furrowed Age, 
Sithneſſts, or Serriwes rage: 

That's the Iewell fo divine, 

Which doth on her Forehead ſhine; 
And, therewith endowed is Sbe, 

In an excellent degree. 

Cons raxe ah ry ns the pureſt 
Of all Beauties; and the ſureſt. 

For, whoere doth that poſſeſſe, 

Hath an endleſſe loychnefle, 

All Afflictions, Labours,Croſſes, 
All our Dangers, Wounds and Loſſes, 
Gamcs of ricaſure, we can make, 
For that mat chleſſe man ſake; 


— — — —— —— 
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u whoſe breſt that Virtue bideth : 
4nd we ioy what e're betideth 

Moſt dejected Hearts it gladdeth, 
Twenty thouſand glories adderh 
ynto Beauties brighteſt Ray: 
and, preſerves it from decay. 
Tisthe Salt, that's Made to ſeaſon, 
Bunty, for the ule of Reaſon. 


Ius the Verniſh, and the Oyling, 


Keeps her coluurs fre ſh from ſpoyling. 
Tis an Excellence, whereby 

ige, though ioyn d with Poverty, 

Hach more dcare aft. tion wonne, 


Tis a Lovelinefle, endearing 

auties, ſcarce worth note, appearing ; 

hilt a fairer fickle Dame, 

Nothing gair es, but ſcorne and ſhame. 

Further; tis a Beanie, ſuch 

As | can nor praiſe too much, 

Nor frame Meaſures, to expreſſe. 

Noʒ nor any man, ualeſſe 

He, who (more then all men croſſ) 

Finds it in that / man lofi; 

On whoſe Faith, he would have pawnd 

Life, and all he could command, 

duch a Man may by that Mitſc 

Make us know how deare it is; 

When, ore charg'd with griefe, he ſhall 

Sgh, and breake his heart withall. 
This is that Perfection, which 

in her fayour makes me rich, 

All whoſe beeutics (nam d before) 

Elle, would but torment me mo. 0. 


Then freſh Touth, and Yealth have donei 
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And, in having this, I find, jn 
(What e te haps) a quiet mind: WI 
Yea, tis that, which | do prize, ] 
Farre above her Lips, her Eyes: 90 
Or, that generall Beauty, whence (W 
Shines each ſevcrall Excellence. Ar 

For, alas! what gaind hath he, Fre 
Who may clip the taireſt She An 
(Thar the name of 3Vomax beates) Fo 
If, unhappily, hefeares, Na 
Any others Worth, may win, (A 
What he thought his own had bin? Kea 
Hm, Baſe minded deem | ſhould, Yet 
Who (alkhough he were in Hold, Th 
Wrapt in chaines) would nor diſdaine, vi 
Love wich het to enxertaine n 
That both daughter to a Peere, kt 
And moſt rich and lavely were; Fro 
When 3 braineleſſe Gull ſhall dare, Ou 
In her, favours wich him ſhare 3 Of 
Or, the Action of a 7lajer, To 
Rob him of a Hope ſo faite. Th 

This, I dread not: For, I know, An 
Strained geſtures, painted ſhow, To 
Shameleſſe boaſtings, bortowed leſts, But 
Female Looks, gay-plumed Creſts, | An 
Vowes nor preteſtations yaine, Ha 
(Wherwith fools are made fo vaine) An 
Move hercan; ſave to contemne, Dia 
Or perhaps, to laugh at them. Mo 

Neither can I doubt, ot feare, | 
Time ball either change or weare She 
This her Vertue: Or, impaire Pai 


That which makes her Soule, ſo faire. Th 


In 


OF PHIL ARET EF, 


jn which Truſt, great Comforts ate, 

Which, the feare of loſſe, would mar. 
Nor haththis my rare Hope ſtood, 

do much, in her being good; 

(Wich her love to bleſſed things) 

Ar in her acknowledgings, 

From 2 higher power to have them; 

and her love, to Him that gave them. 

For, althe ugh to have a mind 

Natur ally to Good incl n'd, 

(And to love it) would aſſure 

Reaſon, char it might endure, 

Yet (fince Man was firſt uniuſt ) 

Ther's no watrent foriuchTra(t. 

virtue t, that moſt wonder win, 

Would converted be to Sin; 

It the ir flouriſhings began, 

From no better Root, then an. 

Our bet YVirtues, when they are 

Ot themſe lves, we may compare, 

To the beautie of a Flower, 

Thar is bliſtedin an houte: 

And, which growing to be fuller. 

Tarnes into ſome loathed colour. 

But, tnoſe being freely given, 

And corhim'd in us from heaven; 

Have a promiſe on them paſt : 

And tor evermote ſ1:alllaſt; 

Diamand-like, their Juſtre clearing, \ 

More and more, by uſe and wearing, 
Bur, if this rare M urth I praiſe, 


Should by Fates per wiſlion, raile 


Paſſions in ſome gentle Breſts 


That diſtempet may his reſt; 


And 
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(And be Author of ſuch Treaſon, 
As might nighendanger reaſon) 
Oi, inforce his tongue to crave, 
What another man muſt have. 
Marke, in ſuch a ſtreight 28 this, 
How diſcreet her dealing is. 
She is nothing of their humours, 
Who, their honour build on Rumours, 
And, had tather private ſporting, 
Then allow of cpen courting: 
Nor of theirs, that would ſeem holy, 
By dirulging othe;sfolly. 
Farther is ſhe from their guiſe, 
That delight to Tyrannize, 
Or maxe boaſtinga, in eſpying, 
Others for their favours dying. 

She, a ſpitit doth pofleſſe 
So repleat with Noblenefle, 
Thar, if ſhe be there beloued, 
Where ſhe ought not to be moved. 
Equally, tu love againe, 
She, doth ſo well entertaine 
That affection; as ther's none 
Can ſuppoſe It ill befowne, 

From deſuding, ſhei+ free: 
From dildaine, as tarre is ſhe : 
And ſo feelingly beares part, 
Of what ps ines anot |: ers heart; 
That no curſe, of (corned dutie, 
Shall draw vengeance on her beauty. 
Rather, with ſo render feare, 
Of her Honour, and their care, 
She is toucht; chat neither ſhall, 
Wrong unto her ſelfe befall 


—_— 
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(By the favonr (he doth ſhow) 

Nor will (he negleR them ſo; 

Az may inſt occaſion give, 

ny way to make them grieve. 
Hope, ſhe will not Ter them ſee, 

Leſt they ſhould preſuming be, 

and aſpire to that, which none, 

ter muſt enioy but One. 

From Deſpaire ſhe keepes them to, 

Fearing, they might hap to do, 

Either through Loves indiſcretions, 

(or muchover-ſtirred paſſions) 

Whar, mi aht with th ic hurt and ſhame, 

Into queſtioa call her name. 

And a ſcand Il on her bring, 

Who is iuſl in every ching. 

She hach markt how othersrunne; 

And by them hath Jearnd to ſhunne, 

Both then fault, who (overwile) 

krre, by being too preciſe 2 

And their folly that o re kind, 

Are to all complaints iucliad. 

For, her wit hath found the way, 

How a while to hold tt em play; 

And, that inconrenience ſhunne, 

het einto, bot i ſeeme to i uuncʒ 

By allowing them a ſcope, 

Juſt berwixt Deſpaire and Hopes 

Where conſin d, and reaching neither, 

They do take a part in either: 

Till, long l ving in ſuſpence, 

(Tyr d by her indifference) 

Time, at laſt, their Paſſion weares, 


Piſſans wearing, Reaſen clcares; 


Reaſon gives their Judgement light; 

Iudgement bringeth all co right; 

So, their Hope appearing vaine, 

They become themlelyes againe. 

And, with high: pplaules, fir, 

For ſuch V irſue, with ſuch wir; 

They, that ſervice onely profcr, 

She may take, and they may offer: 
Yet, this courſe ſhe never proves; 

Save with thoſe, whoſe virtuous Loves, 

Vſe the novleſt meanes of gaining, 

Farours, worthy the obtaining, 

And, if ſuch ſhou!d chance to erre, 

Either *gainſt themſclves or her) 

Inſome over- fights, when rhey, 

Are through Paſſion Jed aſtray. 

She, ſo well mans frailtie know:s, 

Wi h the Darts that Brau!zethrowes, 

As ſhe will not adding terror, 

Breake the heart for one poor ettor. 

Rather (if ſtill good they be) 

Twentic icmedics hath ſhe, 

Gently to apply, where Senſe 

Hath invaded Reaſons F:ince; 

And, without vr wound, or {c1rre, 

Turnes to Peace, a lawleſſe War re. 
But, to thoſe whoſe baler hres, 

Preath cut ſmoate ot ſuch deſires, 

As may dim with unpure ſtreames, 

Any part of Beauties beames. 

She will daigne no milder way, 

Thoſe foule burnings to allay; 

Save, with ſuch extreme negleR, 

As (ball work her withteftcR, 
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And, to uſe ſo ſharpe a cute, 
thee's not oft conſtrained, ſure. 
Cauſe, upon her fothea d, Qi] 
Gdneſſelirs, ſo fea.'d of ill. 
{That the ſcorne, and high diſdaines, 
Wherewithall ſhe entertaines 
Thoſe Joth'd glaunces; giveth ending, 
Toluch flamings in the rynding : 
T; at chcir cooled Hopes, needs mult 
fret ⁊ e Deſires, in heat of Luſt. 
Tis a power that never lies, 
la the tair'ſt immodeſt eyes, - 
Vantons, tis not your lweet cyings, 
fotced Paſſions, faigned Dyings, 
Geſtures,tempt ings, ) eares, begu lings, 
Dincings, Singings, Kilſings, Smiling; 
Nor thole paiated ſweets, with which, 
You unwa' y men bewitch : 
(All unnd, nor aſunde: ) 
That can compaſſe ſuch a wonder, 
Ur, to win you love prevailes, 
Where her moving Fiu, failes. 
Beau'sts, tis nur Il cholc Features, 
placed in the tireſt Creatures; 
Thoug!: their beſt they ſhoeld diſcoyer, 
Thee can tempt from Her, a Lover. 
Tis not, thoſe [oft-ſnowie Breſts, 
Where Lov? rocke in pleaſure, refls; 
(And by their continuail motiotis, 
Drawetli hearts to vaine devotions) 
Nor the N Aar that we ſip 
From a honey. dropping Lip: 
Nor thoſe Eyes, hence Beauties Lances, 
Wound the heart with wanton glancet: 


Not 
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Nor, thoſe ſought Delights, that lye 

In Loves hidden treaſutie: 

That, can liking gaine, whereſhe, 
Willche beſt beloyed be. 

For, ſhould thoſe who think they may, 

Draw my love from her away; 

Being forrb all cheir female Graces, 
Wrapt me in their cloſe embraces; 
Praiſe all the Art they may; 

Weep,or ling, or kiſſe, or pray, 

And with ſighs and looks come wc ot me, 
When they ſouneſt may undoe me: 

One poor rhought of Her would arme me 
So, as Circe could not barme me, 

Since beſide thole Excellences, 
Wherewith, ochers pleaſe the Sen/es, 
She, whom | have priled lo, 

Yeelds delights, for Keaſ#x to. 

Who could Dot e on thing ſo common, 
Al weer out ward handſome man? 
Thoſe halfe beauties, only winne 
Fooles, to let affection in, 

Vulger wits, from Reaſon ſhaken, 

Are with ſuch impoſtutes taken; 

And, with allcheir Art in Love, 
Wanions can but Wantons move. 
But, when unto thoſe, arcioynd, 

Thoſe things which adorne the Mud, 
None, their excellences ſee, 

But they ſtraight enthralled be. 

Fooles, and wilemen, worſt and beſt, 
Subic& are to Loves Arreſt. 

For, when Virtut weoesa Louer, 
Shee's an unxeſiſted moover; 


i 


OF PHILARETE. 
That will have no kind of Nay, 
And in Loue brooks no roar | 
S Shecan —— ay aa 8 Fights, 
Toreſtrai ir Appetites. 
dad. Cher — whemthey fee) 

to be: 


'Spight of Vice, in Love 


Yea (although themſclves be bad) 
Praiſe the good they never had. 
She, hath co her ſervice brought, 
Thoſe, that Her, have ſet at noughtz 
And can faire enough appeare, 
To enflame rhe moſt ſevere. 

She, hath ofcallured out, 
The religiouſly dey our, 3 
From their Cloyfters, and theit Vowes, 
To embrace whit Sbe allowe:: 
And, to ſuch contentmenm come, 
As blind z eale had bard them from. 
While (her lawes miFunderſtood) 
They did Ill for love of Good. 

Where I find true worth to be, 
Sweer: ſt are theit lips to me: 
And embraces tempt me to, 
More then outward Beauties doe. 
That my firme beliefe is this: 
Herer | doe amiſſe; 4 
Seoming-Good, the bayt will lay, 
That to ill (hall me betray: | 
vince, where ſhewes of Goodneſſe ate, 
I amoft emboldned there, 
Freedomes ſo permit and uſe, 
Which, I elſewhere do refuſe: 
For becauſe I think they meane, 
Toallow no deed uncleanc. 
K 


Yer, where twoy love Pirtze ſhall, 
Boch at once, they ſeldome fall. 
For, when one hath thoughts of ill, 
Tot her helpes exile them til, 

My faire Virtues power is this, 
And, that — the Beauty li, 
Which doth make Hey here expreſt, 
Equally both Fabre and B. 

This was that content ing Grate, 
Which affection made me place, 
With ſo deare reſpeR, that never 
Can i: faile, but, laſt for erer. ; 

This, a Servant made me ſworne, 
Who before time, held in ſcorne; 
To yeeld Vaſſilage, or Duty, 
Though, unto the Qseen of Beauty; = 
Vet, that Iher Servant am, 

Ir ſhall more be to my fame; 
Then to one theſe Foods and Downect 
Oc be Lord of fifty Townes. 
And my Miſtreſſe to be deem 
Shall more honour be eſteem d, 
Thea thoſeritles to acquire, 
Which moſt women, moſt de ſite. 
Yea, when you a woman ſhall, 
Counteſſe, or a Ducbeſſe call; 
That reſpeR ir ſhall not move, 
Neithe: gaine her holſe ſuch love, 
At to lay, Loe, (bis ſhe, 
That ſuppoſed is to be. 

| ae uA AET E, 8 

And, that lovely N ympb, which he, 
In a Paſtorall Poem fam d, 
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And Faizs-YIktvs, there hath nam d. 
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Yea, ſome Ladies (t enne to one 
not many (now unkno ne) 
Will be very well apaid, 

When by chance, ſhe heares it ſald 
She, that Faire · one is; whom I, 
Here have pat: concealkedly, 

A! oh now (his Ages prides 
M 7 5 47% c deride. 1 
Le. „ +» +\] cher Flories paſſe 9 y 
As tien g that never was; W. | 

And on tonuments appeare, 1 
— y ere had breattung hare) | 
Who envy it; She ſhall chrive 'S 
=_ Fame. And honour'd live, ” J 

ilſt Greet Brizaines Shephcards, (un 
Ingiſh, in their Sonnetting. 
And, who ere in future dayes, 
Shall beſtow the utmoſt we 
On his Loveʒ that any Man, 
Attribute to Creature can. 
Twill be this, that he hath dared, 
His, and Mine to have com 
Ohl what ſtarres did ſbine on me 
—— — firſt — 
1 was their 4 
When we beſt did both affect? 
changing 


Flora riches in a row, 
Dorh in ſeemely order grow: 
And a thouſand Flowers ſtand, 
Bending as to kiſſe his hand; 
Our of which delightfull tore, 
One he may take; andno more. 
Long he pauſing, doubteth whether, 
Of thoſe faire ones he ſhould gather, 

Firſt, the Prinroſe Courts his eyes, 
Then, the Cowſlip he eſpies; 
Next, the Penſey ſeemes to wooe him; 
Then, Carnations bow unte him; 
Which, whil't that enamour'd Swaixe, 
From the ſtalke intends to ſtraine, 
(As halfe fearing to be ſcene) 
Pcertily herleaves bet weene, 
__Peepes the Violet: __ to ſee, 

That her Virtues ſleighted be. 
Which, o much his Iikicry wins, 
That, to ceaze her, he begins. 
Yet, before he ſtoopt ſo low, 
He, his wagton eye did throw 
On a Stem that grew more high, 
And the Raſe did there eſpie: 
Who, beſide her pretious ſcene 
(To procure his eyes content) 
Did diſplay her goodly Breſt, 
Where he found at full expreſt, 
All the good that Nuture ſhowers 
Ona thouſand other Flowers. 
here with he, affected, rakes it; 
His beloved Flowre he makes ix. 
And, without deſire of more, 
Walkes through all he ſa before, 
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$o, I wandring, but erewhile, 
Through the Garden of this Ile, 

Saw rich Beauties (I confeſſe) 

And in numbers numberleſſe. 

Lea, ſo diftcring lovely to, 

That, I had a world to du, 

Ere I could let up my reſt, 

Where to cl uſe; and chuſe the beſt. 

One I ſaw, whoſe Hajre excelled, 
On anothers Bw there dwelled, 
Such a Maiclic, it ſeemed, 

She, was beſt to be eſteemed. 

This, had with her ſpeeches won me, 
That, with filence had undone ma, 
On her Lips the Graces Fung; 

Tat ber, charm'd me with her tongue. 
In her Eyes, a third did beare, 

That, which did anew inſnazes 
Thena fourth did fairer ſhow; 

Yer, wherein I did not know, 

Onely this perceived I, 

Sonie what pleas'd my Fantaſies 

Now, the Wealth I moſt efteewed; 
Honour then, I better deemed, 
Next, the love of Beautie ceazd me, 
And, then Virtut better pleas'd me. 
lano's love I nought cſteem'd, 

Whilſt a Venus fairer ſeem' d. 

Nay, both could not me ſuffice; 
Whilſt a Pal/as was more Wiſe, 
Though I found enough in One, 

To content, if ſlill alone. 

Amarilly, I did wooe; 
And I courted Phill to: . 

Z 


Daphne, for her love | choſe; 
Cloris for that Damazke Roſe, 
In her Cheek, I held as deate, 
Yes, athouſagdlikr, wel neere. 
And, in love with altogether, 
Feared the enioying either; 
Cauſe, to be of one poſſeſt, 
Bard the hope of all the reſt. 
Thus I fondly tar'd, till Fate, 
Which (I muſt confeſſe in that 
Did a greater fayour to me, 
Then the world can malice doe me) 
Sh:w'd to me that matchleſſe Flowre, 
SokieR for this Song of our. 
Whole perfection having eyed, 
Reaſon inſtantly eſpicd; 
That, Defre (which rang'd abroad) 
There, would find a Periad. 
And no maryell, if it might: 
For, it there hath all delight; 
AndinherhathVature placed, 
What each ſeverall faire one graced. 
No ram I, alone delighied, 
Wich thoſe Graces all united; 
Which the Senſes eye doth finde, 
Scittered, throughout , max ſind. 
Pur, my Reaſon finds perfectione, 
To enflame my Soles affections. 
Yea, ſuch virrues ſhe poſſeſſeth, 
As with firmeſt pleaſures blefſeth; 
And keeps ſound, that Beauties ſtate, 
Which would elſe grow ruinate. 


In this Flowre are ſweets ſuch ſtote; 


I ſhallacycr wich for more; 
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Nor 


Nor be rempred out to ſtray, 
For the faireſt Buds in Ma)» 
Let who lift (for me) advanes 
The admired F.owers of _ 
Let who will; praiſe and behold, 
The reſerved Marigold. 
Let the ſweet breath't Violet, now, 
vVnto whom ſhe pleaſerh, bow, 
And the faireſt Lillie, ſpread 
{ Where ſhe will, her golden head, 
I have ſuch a Flowre to weare, 
That for thoſe I doe not care. 
Never ſhall my Fancie range, 
Nor once think again of change: 
Never will I; (never more) 
Grie ve, or — — 
Nor within the Lodgings lye, 
Of Diſþazre, or Iealauſee. 8 

Let the young and happy Swaines, 
Playing on the Britan Plaines: 
Court unblamd, their 8 rdeſſes. 
And with their gold - curled Treſſcs; 
Toy uncenfur'd, untill I 
Grutch ar their proſperitie, 

Let all Times, both preſent, F aff, 
And the Age that ſhall be laſt, 
Vaunt the Beauties they bring forth, 
I have found in one, ſuch worth: 
That (content) I neither care, 
What the beſt before me were: 
Nor deſire to live, and ſee, 

Who ſhall Faire hereafter be. 
For, I know the hand of Natare; 
Will not make a fairerCreacure, 
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Which ; * 


Shall confeſſe; and adde their praiſe, 
+ Tnapproving, what my tongue, 
Ere they had their being, ſung. 

Once againe, come lend an eare, 
And, a Rapture you ſhall he are, 
(Though I taſt no Theipien Spring ) 
Willamaze you, whilft I ſing. 

I do fecle new Strains inſpiring, 
And to ſuch brave heights alpiriog, 
That my Muſe will touch a Key, 
Higher then you heard to day. 

| have Beauties to unfeld, 

That deſet ve a Pen of Gold. 
Sweets, that never dteam'd of were. 
Things unknowne: and ſuch, as Eare 
Never heard a Mtaſure ſound; 
Sincethe Sunne firſt ran his Round, 

| When Apelles limb'd to life, 
Loa bed V cam lovely wife. 
Wich ſuch Beauties ha did trim, 
Each ſweet Feature, and ea ch Limbe, 
And, ſo curiouſly did place, 

Every well-becomwing Grace. 
That twas ſaid, ere he could draw 
Sacha Pecce; he naked ſaw 
Many women in their Prime, 

And the faireſt of that Time: 

From all vhieh he parts did take, 
Which aright diſpoſed, make 
PerfeR Beautie, So, when you 
Know, what 1 have yet to ſhow; 
{ Trwillſecmetopaſſe ſo farre, | 

+ © Thoſe ching which expreſſed are. 
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Thar, 
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That, you will ſuppoſe I've been 
Priviledg'd; where I have ſeen, 
All che Good, thar's ſpread in parts, 
Through a thouſand women: hearts. 
(Wich their fair'ſt conditions lye, 
Bare, without Hypecriſie) 
And, that I, have took fromrhence, 
Eachdiſperſed Excellence. 
To expreſſe Her, who hath gained 
More, then ever One obtained, 
And yet ſoft, (I feare)in vaine, 
I have boaſted ſuch a Sraine. 
Appre ben ſions ever at e 
Greater, then expreſſion farre: 
And, my ſtriving to diſcloſe 
What I know; hath made me loſe 
My Inventions beitet part: : 
And, my Hopes exceed my Art. 
Speake I can; yerthiok I more, 
Words compai'd with Thoughts,are poor, 
And I find, had | begun, - 
Such a Strain; it would be done, 
When we number all the ſands, 
Waſht o're periur'd Gosdwim lands, 
For, of things, I ſhould indire; 
Which, I know, are ir finite. 
I do yeeld, my Thoughts did clime, - 
Far above the power of Ryme; 
And no wonder, it is ſo 
Since there is no Art can ſhow; 
Red in Roſes, white in Snow 
Nor expreſſe how they doe growi 


Yea, fince Bird, Beaſt,Stone and Tree 


(That inferiour —— be) 
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Beqnrits have, which we confellc > 
Lines unable to expreſſe, 
They more hardly can enroule, 
— e chat do —— 1 
ſuppoſe my Meaſures could, 
Rench the ate thought they would. 
New, relate, would not cho; 
What did ſwell within me ſo. 
For if I ſnould all diſcrie, 
You would know as much as I: 
And thoſe Clownes the Muſes hate, 
Would of things above them prate. 
Ur, with their prophaning eyer, 
Cometo view thoſe Myſteries, 
Whereof, (fince they diſeſteem'd them) 
Heaven, bath unworthy deem d them. 
And beſide; it ſeems to me, 
That your eares nigh riced be. 
] perceive; the fire that charmerh, 
# And inſpireth me; ſcarce warmetb 
Taur chill hearts. Nay ſare; were 1 
Melted into Pate, 
I ſhould not a M eaſurt hit, 
0 Apollo it) 
Which able be to leave, 
That in you, which I conceive, 
Tou ate cold and here i may. 
Waſte my vitall heat _ 
Eꝰte you will be moou d ſo much, 
As toſecle one petſect touch 
Of rhoſe Smteti, which ya concea d, 
Swell my bref, to be terea l d. 
Now, my 'Vords I tlie efore ccaſe: 
That, my mounting Thougbiain peace, 
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May alone, thoſe pleaſures ſhare, 
| Whereof, Lines unworthy are. 
And ſo, you an end doeſce 
Of my Song; though long it be, 


* as. _ 
3” 
_—», +4 3 


NO ſooner had the —— Pbilartet, 
To this De/cription his laſt period ſer: 
Bur, inſtantly, deſcending from a VVood, 
(VVhich on a riſing ground, adieyning ood) 
A troup of Saijrsto the view of all, 
Came dancing of a new- deviſed Brall. 
The Mcaſures they did pace, by Him, were taught them; 
VVho, to ſo rare a gentleneſſe had brought them, 
That he, had learnd their rudeneſſe an obſerying, . 
Of ſuch reſpeRt unto the well deſerviag, 
As they became to no men elſe a rexrour, , 
But ſuch as did perfiſt in wilfull erroor: 
And they, the Ladies made no whir affeard, \. 
Thogh fisce that time they ſome great men haveſcard 
Their Dante, the M bipping of Hue they nam dz 

And, though che Sbepbeani ſince that, hath bin blamd, 
Yer, now tu duly ſeen in every 
And ther's no ſaunt i Dance that's better known: - 
Nor, that hath gain'd a greater conimendation, - 
Mongſt thoſe that love an honeſt recreation. 

This 3cene preſenred; ſrom a Grove was heat, 
Aſet of Violery; and, there was prepard 
A Country Banquet, which this Shepbeard made, 
To entertaine the Ladies in the ſhade, 
And tis ſuppos'd, his Song prolonged was 
Of purpole, that it might be brought to paſſo, 
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So well it was perform'd, that each one det m d, 
The Banquet might the Citie have beſeem d. 
Yer, bettet was their Welcome, then their Fare : 
Which they perceived, and che meitier were. 


One Beaui tho, there ſate amõngſt the ref}; Fa 
That lookt as ſad, as if her heart oppreſt 1 l 
With Love had been. Whom 7hilaret be holding, + ha 
Sit ſodemurely, and her Armes enfolding. 0d 

- Lady (Cquoth he) am I, or this poor cheer, 80 
The cauſe t hat you ſo melancholy are ? N o: 


For, if the ObieR of your thoughts be higher, 
Tr firs nor me to know themʒ nor enquire, 
But if from me it commeth, that offends, 
I ſcek the cauſe that I may make amends. 
Kind Swain (aid ſhe) it is nor ſo nor fo 
No fault in you, nor in your Cheer I know. 
Nor do I think there is a Thought in me; 
That can too worthy of your knowledge be. 
Nor kave I, may a day, more pleaſure had, | 
Then here I find; choughI have ſeemed lid. 
My heartis ſometime heavy, when l ſmile; 
And when I grieve, I often {ing the while. 
Nor is it ſadneſſe that duth me poſſeſſe, 
Bur, rather, muſing with much ſeriouſneſſe, 
Vpon that malt itude of and teares; 
Wich thoſe innumerable doubts and feares: 
Through which, you paſſed; ere you could acquire, 
A ſeiled Hope of gaining your Deſire: 
For, you dar d love a Nymph, ſo great, and faite, 
As might have brought a Prince unto Diſpaire. 2 
And ſure, the excellencie of your Pau, 
Did then produce 3s excellent expreſſions. 
If therefore, Me, the ſure may well be come: 
And, if to you it be not weariſome ; 
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name of all theſe Ladies, I entrear, | 
har one of thoſe ſad Strains you would repeat, 
hich you compos'd; when greateſt diſcontentꝰ 
zught for helpe, to your invention lent, 
Faire Nymph ( ſaid Philaret] I will doe ſo. 
w.ih-uzh your Shepbeard doth no Courtſhip know, 
{hath hamanity, And, whar's in me 
Todo you Service, may commanded be. 
So, taking down a Lute, that neer him hung, 
k gay 't his Boo plaid;whilſt this, he ſung. 


% 
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Ak me ! 
Am 7 the Swame, 
T hat late from ſorrow free, 
Di all ibe cares on earth diſdain? 
, Aud fill untaucht, as at ſome ſofer Games, 
2 ſeund each paſſie 
Waſt I,could dive, & ſound ca ns ſecret depth at wh 
And fid thoſe huge evening rl belþ «f — 
And am 7 now, eb beavens! for trying this in vaim, | 
So ſunke, that 1 ſball never riſt againe 
T ben let Diſpaire, [et Sorrow: [iring, 
For Strains that dolefulſt be. 
And 1 will ſing, 
Ah me. 


But why, 
Ob fatal! Time ! 
Doſt hou conſtraine that 7, | 
Should periſh in my youtbs ſweet prime? | 


In ſpight of Fortune,cropt contentm?ts ſweeteſt 


burning coals of Love, & Beauties flames? 5 


| A 


I, but a while agee (you cruell _y * 
wert. _ 
5 


And yet, unſcorned,ſerve a gentle Nywpb, the faireſt Shee, 
That ever was belov'd of Man, or Eyes did ever ſer. 
Ta, one whoſe tender heart, would rue for my diftreſſe; 
Tet 7, pore; muſt periſh nay-the leſſe, 
And (which much more augments my care 
Unmnoantd 1 muft dye : 
And, no man ere, 


Know why, 


| 
7h | 
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Thy — 
My dyi , 
Tet 22 — 
The breath which 1 eich tos long. 
Tel thou that Fair- one this;myſoul prefers 
Her love above my life, and that I died bus: 
en ulla: Him be, for euer more ts ber remembrance dearty 
with i ler d ce very thought of Her; whilſt be remained here. 
fd | And now, farewell thou Place, of my unbappy birth; 
W, | Where oxcel breathd the ſweeteſt ayrt on earth. 
Since me, my wonted ioyes forſake; 
And all my truſt deceive 1 
Of all, I take 
My 'eave. 


Farewell, 
Swiss Groves to jou: 
Tou H ili, that bigbeſt dwell; wm 
| And all you bumble Falei, adue. 
Tos wanton Braokis, and ſolitary Reckes, 
My deare companions all, and you, my tender flaches: 


ed once the favreſi Nymphs, that dance upon the Planes, 


2 70 Diſcontenr!(wboſe deip, & over-dead'y ſmart, 
6 — 
eares, ann 
That erft did with me dwell, F 
Andall aber Joy, 


Farewell. 


ewell my Pipe, c all rhefoplegſng $ongs,whoſe moving ffrain 


; 
; 
Pl 
| 
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Adue, 
Faire Shepherdefſes; 
Let Garlands of ſad Yewe, 
Adorne your dainty Treſſes. 

I, that ion dyow; and ef ten with my Quill, 
Made muſich that delighted Fountain, Grove, e“ Hill 
I. when you loved ſoʒ and with a ſweet and chaſt em rat, 
(Yea,with a thouſand rarer favors would vonchſaſe to gat. 
1, now muſt lea vt you all alone, of Love to plaine; 

And never Pipe, nor never Sing againe. 
1 muſt, for evermore, be gone; 
And ther fore, bid I you, 

And every one, 
Adue. 


I dyc! 
For ob, I fcele 
Deaths borrors, drawing nie; 
And all thi fra me of Nature, reele. 
My bopeleſſe heart, d: ſparring of refiefe, 
Sinks unde rnaaihj the beavy weight of ſaddeſt griefe. - 


Which, bath ſo rutbles torn, ſo rackt,ſo torlur d every vai 


All comfort comes 400 laie, to bave it ever cur d agame, 
My [wimming bead begjas to Sauce Deaths giddy rows: 
A ing chineſe 40th each ſence confound ; 

Benumb'd is ray cold eng brow , 
A dimpeſſe ſbuts my oye; 
And new, ob new, 
I dic- 
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82 movingly. theſe Lines he did expreſſe. 
And, to a Tune lo full of heavineſſe, 

Agif indeed, his purpoſe had bin paſt, 

To lire no longer then the Song did laſt.. 

Which in the Nymphe, ſuch tender paſſion bred. 

That ſome of them, did reares of pitty ſhed, 
This, ſhe perceiving, who firſt cray'd the Song, 

Sepheard ſhe ſaid; although it be no wrong, 

Nor griefe to you, thoſe paſſions to recall, 

wich heretofore you have been paind withall, 

| Bur comforts rather; ſince they now, ate over, 

And you {it ſeemeth) an enioy ing Lover. 

Yer, ſome young Nympbs among us I do ſee, 

Who ſo much moued with your paſſions be. 

That if, my aime, I taken have arighr, 

Their thoughts will hardly let them ſleep to night. 
I dare not therefore, beg of you againe, 

To ſing another of the ſelfc-ſame Strain: 


Fot feare, it breed within them, more unreſt, 


Then womens weakeneſſes can well diſgeſt. 
Yer, in your Meaſures, ſuch content you have; 


That, one Song more I will preſume to crave. 


And, if your Memory preſerves of thoſe, 

Which you of your Affections did compoſe, 

Before you ſaw this Miſſe; Let u heate 

What kind of paſſions then, wit hin you were, 
To which requeſt, he inſtantly obaidʒ 

And, this enſuing Song, boch ſung and plaid, 
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Sonnet 2, 


Ou gentle Nymplu, that on theſe meadow: play, 
44% relate the loves of She pheards young ; 
Come, ſi you dewn:for, if you pleaſe io 70), 

Now ma) you heart an uncouth Paſſion ſung. 
A Lad there , and 1 am that poor Groom; 
That faln in love, and cannot tell with whom 


Oh doe not ſavile at ſorrow as « leſt; 
With ot bers cares good Natures mosurd 56: 
And, 1 (bold weep, if you bad my unreſt. 
Then, at wy griefe, bow can you merry be? 
Ab, where is tender pitty now become? 
I am inlove, and cannot tell with whom. 


les 


Lo now at laſt, ſo cruell us my doom; 
I am ia love, and cannot tell with whom · 


My beart is full nigh burſting with de ſire, 
Tet cannot find from whence theſe longings flew : 
My breft doth burn, but ſbe that lights the fire, 
I never ſaw, wor can I come to know, 
So great a bliſſe my fortune keeps me from, 
Trat though 1 dearly love, I know not whom. 


8-4 had rwice four e Springs, rexewed ſeen, 
* Theferceof Beauty I began to prove; 


md Jy %. 
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And, ere 7 nine years old, bad fully been, 

It tangbt me bow to frame 4 Song of Love, 
And, title thought I, thisday bave come, 
Before chat 1 to loye, had found out whom. 


For, on my Chin, the inoſſy Doven you ſee, 
And, in my vaines, well. heated bloud doth glo : 
of Summers, I have / cen twice three times three, 
And, ſaſt my youthfull time un doth gy. 

Tat much I fear, I aged (balt become: 

And flill complains; I love I know not whom. 


0h! wby bad 1 « heart beflow'd on me, 
To cheriſh deare affectiam, (4 enclind ? 
Since, I am ſo unhappy born to 
No obiet}, for ſo true a Loui is 
u hen I am dead, it will be miſt of ſome : 
Tet, now 1 live, 1 love, I know not whom: 


1, to « thonſand beautious Nymphs an known, 

A bundred Ladies favours do I weave * 

J. with as many, balf in love am grown; 

Tet none of them (1 find) can be my Deare. 
Me thinks 1 bave a Miſtreſſe, yet to come, 
Which makes me fing I love I know not whom, 


There lives no S waine doth ſtranger prove, 
For her, whom moſt hecovetr to fie 
Then doth my heart, that being full of Love 
Knowes not io whom it may the ſame profeſſe. 

For, be that is defÞiſ'd, hath ſorrow, ſome : 

But he both more that loves, and knowes not whom. 


K 


THE MISTRESSE 


Knew I my Love, a many others doe, 
To ſome one obieft migh: my thoughts be bent: 
So, they divided ſbiu'd not wandring goe, 
ill the faules united force be ſpent. | 
As bis, that ſeeks, and never finds a Home 
Such is my reſt; that love, and know not whom. 


Thoſe, whom the frowns of iealous friends divide, 
May live to met, and deſcant on their woe : 
And be, bath gaind a Lady for bis Bride, 
That dur ft not woe her Mahd, a while agoe. 
Bui ob! what end mito my Hopts can come? 
That am in loye, and cannot tell with whom. 


Pers Collin, grieves that be was late diſdaind : 
And Cloris doth for Willy's abſence pine. 
Ad T hirfis, weeps for bis fick Phæbe paind, 
But, all their ſorrowes cannot equal! n ine. 

A greater care alas; on me i coms: 

1 am in love, and cannot tell with whom. 


Nareiſſus- like, did 1 afe my ſhade, 

Some ſhadiw yet, 1 bad, to dote upon. 

Or, did I love, ſome Image of the dead, 

' Whoſeſubſtance bad not breathed long agont; 

1 might diſpaire, and ſo an end would come; 
Bnt,ob,[ loyc! and cannot tell you whom, 


Once in a Dreameʒ me thought my Love 1 view'd; 
But, never waking, could ber face bebold : 
And doubileſſe, that reſemblance was but ſhe d, 
That more, my tyred beart thr ment it ſhould. 

For, ſince that time, urre griev'd I am become, 
And mort in love; and cannot tell with whom, 


r wrt i > of. I 
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#hen on my bed at night, to ref Flye," 

My watcbſull eyes, with teares bedew wy cheek :: 

And then, ob would it on:e were day, 1 cry; 

Tet when it comes, I am as far ro (teh. \ 
For, who can ſell, though all the earth be rome; 


ob! if ſbe be among the beautious trainer, 

Of allyou Nympha, that haumt the ſilver Rills; 

Oy, iſ y1u hnow bs, Ladies of the Plaines, 

Or you, that have your Bowers, on the H ili. 
Tell if you can, who will my lows become : 


Or J ſhall dye, and neyer know for whom. 


. 


= 


Or when, or where, t o find he knowes not whom? |, 


— — 


THe Ladies ſmiled oft, when this they heard, 
Becauſe the Paſſion ſtrange to them appeatd. 
And ſtranger was itz ſince, by his expreſſion, 
( As well by his ownuafain'd confeſſion) 
tleemed true, Bur, having ſung it our: 
And ieeing, ſcarcely manners, they it thought 
To urge him fai ther, Thus to them he ſpakez 
Faire Ladies: for as much as doubt you make 
Tore-command me: Of mige own accord, 
Another Strain, [ freely willaff ord. 
It (hal not be of Love, nor any Song, 
Which to the praiſe of Beauty doth belong, 
But, chat hereafter, when you hence ate gone, 
YourSbepheard may be ſometime thought upon. 
To ſhew you alſo, what content the Field, 
And lovely Grove, to honeſt minds may yc eld. 
That you wy humble Fate, may not deſpilc; 
When you tetum uato your brayerics, 


ft 
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Andnot ſuppoſe, that in thefe homely Bowers, 

I hug my Fortune, cauſe I know not yours, 
Such Lines Ile fing, as were compos d by me, 
When ſome proud Courtiers where I hapt to be, 
DidClike themſelves) of their own glorics prate; 
As in contempt, of my more happy ſtare, 

And theſe they bo. 
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Sonnet, 


L. Gallauts, tell me tha, 

| (Though myſafe content von weigh not) 

| Injour Greatneſſe whas one bliſſe, | 
| Hand you gain d, that I enicy not? 

28! Ten bave Honours, J0u bave l ealth, 

have Peace, and 1 bave Health ; 
All ibs day, I merry make, 
And, at night, no cart I take, 


Bound 0 une w Fortunes bt; 
This, or that mam fall, I ſtar wot. 
inet | Him 1 love, that loveth me; 

| For the reft, « pin / care not. 

You are ſad, when otbers chafe, 
And grow merry as they l.ugh; 
J, that hate it, and am free, 

| Laugh and weep as pleaſeth me. 


* ; Tau mayboaſt of favour ſhexyne 
Fhbere your je vice is applied : F 
But, my pleaſures are mine owe, 
And to no mans bumours ted, 
You oft flatter, ſootb and fain, 
I, ſuch haſeneſſe dp diſdain 1 
And io none, ſlave I would , 


Though my futert might be gold, 


93——ů — J ² P ⁵˙ eres ene ey — 4. 
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Lege demeſnes, 10 feed my pleaſure : T 
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By great Tiles, ſome belecue, | 4 
— — tire 12. 
—— hrs pore, tÞ 
” Where they favour, there they may, 
All their Names of Honour lay: 
But, 7 look not, rait d to be; 
Seeke to raiſe your Titles higher. | N 
They ave Toyes not worth my ſorrow : - $1] 
Thoſe that we to day admirt, x 
Prove the Ages ſcorn to morrow. . | 7 
Take your Honors, let me find, - | 


Viriue, in a free-bern Mind: 

Thus, the greateſi Kings that be, 

Cannot give, nor take from me, 
B Vainly do no; vaunt, 


I have javours where you want, 

That would buy reſpect with treaſure: 

Tou have lands lis here, and there; 
But my wialth is ; 
And, this, addeth to my ſtore : 
Fortune cannot make me poor, 


Say, you purchaſe with your pelſe, o 4 


, where , 
Za wht, 


That or your Fortune, 
„ 
Fools, as well as : 74 
Bur, that Paare, lu which b, 
No diſtent, dor wealth can give. 
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1f you beaſt, that you may gain. 


The reſpeli of ba- born Beauties 2 


(| 


1 Know, 1 nev:r wood in vain, 
E preferred ſco nad Duties. 


She 1 love, bath all delight; 
Roſie=red,with Lillie white: 
And, who ert your Miſtrefle be, 
Fleſh and bloud as geod as She: 


| Note, of Me, was never took, 


For my i mam like perſe ions : 


nt, ſo like a man, | lock, 
It bath gaind me veſt Aſſ eflions: 


For my love, as many ſhawers | 
Have been wept, as have for Yours. 
And, yet none doth me condemn. * _ 
Fer Abiſe, or ſcorning them. 


Though of Dainties you hat ſlore, 

To delight a cboyſer P allat : 

Yet your taſte is pleas'd no more, 

Then us wine in one poor Sallat. 
Tou to pleaſe your ſenſes, feed; 
But, eat. food blayd ts breed, 
And am moſt delighted than, 
When I /pend it lhe a man, 


Though you Lord it over me, 
You in vain thereof haue braved: 
For, thoſe Lui my ſervants be, 


_ | Wherunto your minds are fleved, 


Toyour /tlves you wiſe appear; 

But alas, decerv'd you are. 

Tan do fooliſh me efleers, 

And are that, which 1 do ſeem, 
L 
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ben your faults 7 open lay, 


Tau we moou'd, and mad with vexing; 


But, you ne're could ds or ſay, 

Ought to drive me to perplexing, 
Daene my diſpiſed power 
Greater u, b) far then jour. 
And, what e vr you think of me, 
In your minds, you poorer be. 

You are pleaſed, more or leſſe, 

At men well er ill report you; 

And, ſhrew diſcontentedueſſe, 


When the Times forbeare ts court you. 


That, in which my pleaſures be, 
No man can divide from me. 
And, my Care, it addes not to 
# bat-ſo others ſay, or do. 


Be not proud, becauſe you view, 

You by thouſands are attended; 

Foy alas, it is not You, 

But your Fortune, that's befriended. 
Where I ſhow of love bave got, 
Such a danger feare I not. 

Since, they nought can ſeeh of we; 
But, for lwor, belov'd to be. 


When your bearts have tvery thing, 

Tow are pleaſantly diſpoſed : 

But, I can both laugh and ſing. 

Though my Foes have me itcloſed. 
Tea, wben dangers me de bemm, 
1 d:light in ſcor ning ibem, 

More then you, in your renew); 

Ora King can in bis (rown, 
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You do bravely dominte: o. 

wWhilft the Sun upon ou ſbineth. 

Tet, if am ſtorm appear, 

Baſely then, your mind declineth, 
But, or fhine,on1 ain, or blow, 

| 7 z my Reſa olulions know. 

| Living, Dying, Thrall, or Free, 

At one height my Mind ſhall be, 


When in thraldome 7 bave lain, 

Me, not worth your thought you pr xd, 
But, Jour Malice Was in Vane, 

For, your fauours I de Ded. 

| And, how ert you value me, 

| 1, wib praiſe, [hall th-ugbt on be; 

| wWhinthe world eſleems you not, 
a ad hour Names ſball be forgot. 


{ Ia th:ſethough's my riches are, 
Now, though poor or mean you deem me; 
Jam eas d, and do not tare, 
| How tbe I imes or you eſleem me. 
For, tboſe T ojes iba / make you gay, 
Are but Play games for a dey. 
And, when Natute craves her due; 
I, as brave ſhall be, as you. 


nr ET 


———— a Aww. 
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Exe Phil did give his Song an ending, 
To which the Nymph ſo ſeriouſly attending, 
About him (ate; at if they had ſuppoſed, 
| He ſtill had ſoinewhat more to be iſcloſed. 
And, well they knew nor; whether did belong, 
by | Moſt praiſe unto the Shepheard, or his Song. 
12 
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For, though( they muſt confeſſe ) often heare 
Thoſe Lau, which much more dent loarned ng 
Yer, when they well conſidered of the Place, 
Wirh how unlikely ( in their thought) it was, 
To give them hope of hearing ſuch a Straine; 
Or; that ſo young, and ſo obſcure a Swaize, 
Should, ſuch a matehleſſe Beauties favour get, 
And know her worth ſo well, to ling of it. 
They wondredat it. And ſome thus ſurmiz'd, 

tHe a greater man was, fo diſguis'd : 
Or elſe, that She, whom he ſo much had prais'd, 
Some Gaddeſſe w: that thole his Meaſures rau d, 
Ofpurpoſe, to that rare-atrained height, 
In Ei and preſuwing Ari tdeſpight. 

But, vhilſt they muſinę, with themſelyes bi thought, 
Which way, out of this She heard to have wroughr, 
What Nympb this Fair one was;and wher ſhe liv d. 
Loe, at that very inſtant there arriv'd 
Three men, that by their Habits, Courtiers ſeem'd: 
For (though obſcure) by ſome he is eſteem'd, 
Among the gre ateſt: vo du not contemne 
In his retyred walkes, to viſu him. 

And there chey taſt thoſe pleaſures ofthe mind, 
Which they, can not in Court nor c i je find. (him, 
And, to make haſte away (it ſeem )oeſcught him 

For, inſtantly he toſe. And that his nurtut e, 

Might not be taxed by a rude departure, 

Himſcle excuſmg, he choſe Nl f did pray: 

His noble friends might bring them on their way: 
Who, as it ſeemi(he ſaid )were therefore come; 
That they might wait upon them to their home. 
So, wich their favour, he departed thence: 

And (as they thought) to meet her Excellence, 


«| 


Some newes or meflage, th eſe new gueſts had brought | 


. — — — 
— 
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But an Idea ut a MI STRESS Fig ten 
Becauſet o none, he yet had. daind the telling, 
Her proper Name, not ſhowa her place of Dwelling. 


When he was gone, 2 Lay from among a 
Thoſe N}mpbs,took up his Lute, and ſung this Song? 


i. 


8 — 
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owl The Nymphs Song. 14 


ugbt, Eutle Swaine, good pad befal the; ten 
And in Love fill proper thou. n b 
Future Times ſhall bappy call thee, 
Though, thou lye neglecied now. 

Virtues Lovers, [ball commend i bee, N = 
And per petual Fame attend thee. | AB. 


Hopp) are thaſe woody Mountains, 
Is wboſe pes thow doft bide : 
him, | And as happy are theſe Fountaing, 
ught | Ey whoſe murmur thou doſt bide. 
For, contents are bere excelling, 
Acre, then in « Princes awelling, 9 


Theſe thy flocks do claat hing bring thee 
And thy food oat of the 5g . 


Pretty Songs the Birds do ſing thee; 
Swres perfumes the Meddow yeelds: 
And, what more is worth the ſeeing ? 


Heaven and earth thy proſpect bing 
L3 


Of whom he ſung. Yer many deem that this *1 1 7 
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— 
* 


* — 
N 


— "" 


— — 

That, whois thew deft debphe. 
Fut, all bappy things are rent thee: 
And what ever may content thee, 


Thy Aeclion, Re aſon meaſures, 
Hud di tempers none i feeds 


Still, ſo barmleſſe are « — 
That no 6tbers griefe it breeds 
And, if night beget thes favew, 
Seldome ſtayes it, till the morrew 


— — vaial 

Seek contentment in their fore ? 
Since they mer perceive ſO Nawy, 
Thou art ricb in bring poor 

—— heath 
»Whilft then merry art without ic. 


why are idle brains diving, 
How bigh Titles may be goin 'd? 
Since by thoſe poor tojes defÞi 
Thou baft higher things obtam ? 
For the man who ſcorns to crave them, 
Greater is, tben they that have them. 


If all men could taft that froeatweſſe, 

Thou doſt in my meaneſſe wer; 

Kings wow'd be to ſeek, where Greatweſſe, 
And their bonowr: to beftow 

For, it ſuch content would breed them, 
_ _ would 10. think tbe) need them. 


THE MISTRESSE 


a a ws #4 tc 


OF PHICARBT &+ 


And, if thoſe whoſe bigh ive yh 
To the Caurt-preferments bez 
| ie bow werdy the dfrag, RY 
T boſe things are, enoyed Þ) t | wh 
er ora TY Me nd ag"! 
Ss be, for erm am langhtere.. 1.1. 1 ah 


| All that Courtly fliles a felted. Jeroen” 
| Showld a May-Lords a IE = | 
| He that beaps of wealth | 

Sbou d be counted as a ſlave. "yy * | 
| — — 1 


| With the Nobleft ſbould be nant 
their ſo'ly haf 2 #3 ue © { ls Wan gt , 
That , thy mind and ga in 7 
R 
; 
3 
- ee eee eee 6 
| 4nd from them con mays divide il: LI 
| Whether thralled, or exiledy ..;o oO wh 
Wh. ther poor or rich thow be 2 Om. a 
Whether praiſed or revilech 1 j 
Not araſh i it is is ibee. as 2 | 


| This, nor that ,tby reſt deth wis thee: 
Ras the mind, WON u 


8 
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Thei, b why, ſomady er r 
On thoſe things, that us ore. af Tf 
why, no more their vainneſſo vote t: 
For ve; | 
And, in greateſt ad they tex? u. e Nun 


Ther] Fa 11893 Wei NN 
— — e » Wa? 


* , argand hand uh 
„ YARD d une 
| * ad nba 
N aw 
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In theſt lovely Groves, ini Yo $4. nnd 
That 


» 


Content men! „ Dau Phi n Uh Tt 


FS ige ba 

.I\ vi vi» Wal _@ eek 0 
: n n n αναν,ju 
reer 


Much good doo't t 


e N wins hu 
Whe in Courts of Princes ADAM Fin 9 ern 4 


We have read in Antique WV wil der- yr genes) | 
How ſome roſe, and bow, an ela M enn | 
And "tis wor thy we Fg deed 266 5 
T ber's like End; whey 51 bal ann} 


Be thou, Hill, in thy affelion, CI e U 
Fa thy Noble MiRrefſe ue: l ed WED OBOE. 
Let her (ver matcht) perfectia MN Aa hy } 
Be tbe ſame, unto : man esr 
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For, if they ſbalt not eſtranged S 

From thy Courſe profeſſed, be: 

But remain for — | 

No thing ſhall beve power on thee, ; 
Theſe that ſteigbi thee now, ſball lovigbee, 
And, in ſpigbi of ſpight approve thee, 


So thoſe Vinues now neglefied, . 26122 #172 7 

To be mere eſtetm d, will come: er A 

Tea, thoſe Teyes ſi much aſfedded, 

Many ſhall be woved from, X th 
And, the golden Age (deplorts) - SELF 
Shall, by /ome, be thought reſtored] SET L7 


7 ; 7 ©, 


%XM 


N. | . — — 
Hus ſang the Nympb:ſo rarely well inſpired, 
Tiba the hearers, her brave Strains adm od. 
And, as L heard, by ſome that there attended, 
Wben this her Song was fintſhe, all was ended. oF 
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A Poſtſcript. 


1* any carpe, for that wy yonger Times, 
Brought forth ſuch idle fruit, as theſe flight Rimes, | 

It is no matterʒ ſo they do not ſweate, | 

That they, ſo ill imployed, never were. | 

Whilſt their Defire: (perhaps) they looſclier ſpent; | 

I gave my heat s of ouch, chis better veut. 

And, oft by writing thus, the bloud have tam d; 

Whictrfome, wich reading wanton Lejer enfl imd. | 
Nor care I, though their cenſute ſome have paſt, 

Becauſe my Sang excced rhe Fidlers Laſt 

For, do they: chin, t hat I will make my Meaſurcs, | 

The longer, ar the ſhotrer, for their pleaſures? 

Or mayma, ar Curtolize my free lavention; 

Becaule, Fooles weary are, of their attention, 

Nozlet them know, who do their length contemn, | 

I make to pleaſe my ſelſe, and not for them. 


Of the Invenio of the nine Muſe; 


TY ABsof A ges peſt, doch (li whe, 
7-4 The Tra cdivs, —_— 8 
ue he She en el ds Pip 
| Ys t ear 

Terpficore, doth Sond. ind To — 
Dancing Emo found Geometry 
Collizpe, on loving Verlies — 
The ſecrets of he Starres, Praxis t 
Rolnaia, with choyce words, the 
And great Apolls — with all ef them. 

Thoſe thrice three Feminine, we Muſes . 
But that one A aſculine is worth them all. 71 
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4 2. of Heroules. 


— 


ä he the 


—— . 
And — . — the untamed Bull. 


IEP: > 1 lh his Horſe N H v. 
wy 4 4 8 5 . 42 7 1 514 1 
And nuNdhAcd Gerds 8 
Theſe were his twe s. And theyſay, 
Wich f&ty Virgins in one night he lay. 


If crugiy hat be labourd more 
In chat one ad, then in the twelve before. 


8 wy) 50k Nay 23; AYoe2 A H C 
ge, ape 3M ge t 


15 U Gentleman Diving. 
T ee i 5 5 
1 — D el it into ele. 


e 14 11 40 l 


eee t upon. 
Rent, Caſt cn hand Midale Saxen Shires : 


—— 
Gloſter and 270 faire Sabrinas glo 


2 — 


—— 
ESD = 
Ngrtbunber, Cunbe), and cold — 
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Brave 
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; Who having kindly 


—— ⏑ꝓü6ꝓ 


Brave Engliſh ſhires; with whow lor d equally 


Walch Auma Nader, and Moun:gomef; u 


Add in) cms 
L doth DN 


(atrnarven, , Merioneth-ſhice, 

Wich Angleſey (which ore the ſea doth teare 
Her lofty head. And with the firſt, though laſt, 
Flint, Pembroke, and ben wight be plac t. 


Fot all of theſe (unto thejx wer) maintain 


Their Miſtreſſe Sagland with a royall Train. 

Yea, for Supporters at each hand, bach ſhe, 

The #ight and Max, that two brave Ilands be. 
From theſe, I ro the Scottiſh Nympbs had iorny'd, 

Bur that my friend was back again returned, 

ught me to his home, 

Alone did leave mein his D Rome 

WaereI was fain (and glad l had the hap) 

To beg an entertainment of his Map. 


An Epitaph wpon the Right Vertuoas 


Let none ſuppoſe ih Rellque of che luft, 

Was here wia pt up, to periſn in the duſt. 
No, like beſt Sang the fully ſtood: 
Then being gromii in Faith, and ripe in Good; 
(Wich ſtedtaſt hope, that ſhe another day, 
Should riſe v th Ch) with Death here down ſhe lay. 
And, that each pa EN NT grac't, 
Preſerv'd might be, audmeer a geit at laſt: 
The Poor, the , erld, the Hervens, and the Grave 2 
Her Almes, her Praiſe, her Saule, her Body have, 

| 1 


BEneath this Marble Stone doth lye, 
The SubicR uf Deaths [dan 

A Mother: who in this cloſe Tombe, 

Sleeps with The iſſue ot her wombe. 

I hough cruelly enclinde was he, 


And with t he fruit ſhook down the Tree. 


Vet was his crucky In vaine,  _ 
For, Tree, and Fruir, ſhallſpcing again. 


A Chriſtmas Carrol. 


Jo, a come our allt Feaſt; 
Lat every man be wolly. 

Each Room, with Ivie leaves is dreff, 

— repine 
T bough ſome at our wir a 
Round your fer bad, Garlands twine, | 
Drown ſorrow in « Cup of Vine. 

And let us a be merry. 


Now, all our ntighbeurs Chaney: ſmoke, 
And Chriſtmas blocks are bur ning; 
T beir Ovens, they with bal · meats choke, 
And all their Spitt are tan ning. 

Without the dear let ſorrow be; 

And, if for cold it bop is dhe, 
Wet bury't ina Chtiſtma; Pye, 
And evermare be merry, 


As Epitaph won 4 Waman and ber child, 
Li e ee Sag, | 


Now, ' 


— — „— — 


Now, every Lad i wondrom trim, 
And no man minds bis labour. 


| Our Laſſe s haut provided them, 


A Bag pipe, and a Tabor. 
Young men, and Mad, aud Girles and Boyts, 
Givelfe, to ane anathbers loyes : 
And, you an ſhall by their noyſt, 

Perceive that they are merry, 


| Rank Miſers now, do paring ſbun : 


Their Hall of Muck ſoundeth : 


| And, Dogs, thence with whole ſhoulders rum, 


So, all things there aboundetb, 
The Country folk, themſelves adv mee; 
For Crawdy- Mutton s come out of France : 
And lack ſhall pipe, and Iyll ſbal dence, 
And all the Town be merry. 


Ned Swaſh bat h fetcht bis Bands from paw, 
And all bu beſt Apperell, 
Brish Nell bah bought a Ruffe of Lawn, 
With dropping of the Barrell, 

And thoſe that hardly all the yeare 

Had Bread to eat, or Raggs to weare, 

Will bave both {lotbes and dainty fart: 

And all the day be merry. 


Now poor men to the luſtices, 

With Capons make their arrapts, 

Andif they bap to fail of theſe, 

They plagze them with their Mt. 
But now they feed t bem with good cheer, 
And what they want, they take in Beer: 

Fot (briſimas comes bur once 8 yeer: 

And then the) ſhall be merry. 


„ — _—_. 


Good Farmours in the ſountry, nurſe 

—— 5 —— worſe 

Some Lor their money worſe, 

On Luft, and Pride at London. | 
There the Royſters they doplay, - 
Drab ana Dice their Lands away, | | 
Which may be ours another day : | 

And therfore lets be merry, | 1 


The chent now bis ſuit forbeares, He 

The Priſoners heart is eaſed. 28 

The Debier drinhs away bu cares, 4+ 

And, far the time is pleaſed, 23% 
Thaugb at her Parſes be mare ſat, l 
Why we pine er grieve at that ? 

Hang ſorrow, care will kill a Cat. | 

And therfore lets be merry. 

Hark how the Waggesabroad ds call 

Each other forth torambling. 

Anon, youle ſee them in the Hall, 

For Nuts and Apples ſcrambling. . 
Hark bow tbe Roofs withlaughters ſound | | 
Anon they | think the houſe — 

Foy, the) the Sellars depth beve ſound; 

And, there ihey will be merry. 

The Wenches with their Waſſel-Bowles, | 

About the (treets ere ſinging: 

Th: Boyes are come to catch the Owles, | 

The Wild mare in 4s brizging. | 
Our Kirchin Boy hath bu Boxe, | 
And, to 7. thaling of the * 

Our boneſt ur come bs, 
And bere, they will be merry. 9 


ow Kings ens, £907 Sheep coats have, 
| 2 ec by | N 


FTbe W tht knave, | 
| 4 Aud wile wen Pa at N 
outht will now a Memming ge; | 
— 5 e hoe, : 5 
N * mos. v% 


7 0 aon e 
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4 — N 
Noz let ws fipg/ame 5 ayes, 
| — 2 wi Haller. | 


Hehe: Boing tharwas of late, 
A CHurnm Porrer of © Priſon gate. 
Death many an evening at hisledging knockr, 
Hut could not take him, for the dot e was lockr 7 
— ay a 2 lace ode night he found him, 


the eller, dro nd hin 
oy — Ee 


| —— abroud che he was lid wich drinking: | 
— — — | 

Reioyce, as if his fortune were theberter; TITTY 

Their ſorrowy likely to be nero the ſhorter, '3 


Thy Vardenlives,ahwughtlem dgtheook che Pri 


A Sonnet upon « ſtolne Riſſe. 


And free acceſſe unto that ſweet lip, lier, 

From whence 1 long the roſis breach to dray. 

Me thinks no wrong it were, if | ſhould ſteae 

From theſe two melting Rubies, one poor kiſſe: 

None ſces the theft, that would the thicfe q 

Nor rob I her of ought, which ſhe can mir:? 

Nay, ſhould Itwenty kifles take away, wy 

There would be little figne Thad done o: 

— — 1 a8 
may wake, and therewith engry grow. 

Well Fe de, Ie back refture tar 


3 
And twenty hundred thouſand more for lenet _ 


CAN Epitaph upen Abram Good. fellow; 
4 common Alebonſe- hunter. 


Bkxete, thou lock not who hereunder lies, - 7 
Vnleſſe thou long to weep away thine eyes. 

This man (as ſorrowſullcepore doth tell us) 

Was, when he liv'd, the Prince of all Good fellowes. 

That day be dide, it cannet be believ'd, 

How out of reaſon all che Ai. grievd, 


This was the burthen of thi wotul Fug 
Well, walt, never been | 
— — be tur ſean : N 


Ow genele ſleep,hath cloſedup thoſe eyes, © | 
Ny — my boldeſt thoughiꝭ in awe: 


—— 


——— 


For, 


N 


For out of doubt, nom thou art dead and gone, 
| | Ther's many a Tap-heuſe will be quite unden, 
„ | Then yer the Ale-hoyſeprojef? done them hack. 
* | Loe, ſuchaone butyeſterday was he, 
| But now he much is alterd you do ſec, 
Since he came hither, he hath left his ryor, 
* f Yes, changed bot h his company and dyer, 

| And — civill lyes; — > : 
r | He neithet fot an Ale houſe cares, nor drinking, 


| ; | CAP Epitaph p 4 Gentlewoman, who 
*] had fore-told the time of ber death. | 


+ | Er, who beneath this ſtone, conſum ing lyes, [ 

* For many Virtues we might memorize. | 

(Ah. Bur, moſt of all, the praiſe deſerveth ſhe, 

In making of her Hurd and Deeds agree, 

WW, Fot, ſhe ſorruely kept the Ford ſhe * 
As that with Death, ſhe promiſe not beeake; 

I ſhall (queth ſhe) be dead, before the mid 

| Offſuch a Month. And, as ſhefaid, ſhe did. 


MH | is Epitaph on 4 Childe, Sonne to Sir 
| W. H. Knight. 


H Fre lyes within a Cabinet of ſtone, 

| The deare remainder of 2Preyy- ove. 

Who did in wir, his yearesſofarre out paſſe, 
| His Parents wander, and thelr ioy he was. | 
And, by hus face, you might have deemed him, 6 

To be on earth ſome heavenly chenbim 4 
Sire yeers with life he labour d. Then deceaſt, 

To keept he Sabbath of eternal reſt. | 


— 


— 


— 


- _ < 


Sog 


Soz that which many l: ind able men 
goed "ting for, nee 


Child attained to, ere ſeaven; | 
And, now enioyes it wick the Saints in Heaven, 


N 


4 Song. T 


8 

— man, thy daies and thy glories app eur, 8 
ite Sunſhine and bloſſoms in Spring of the year. 

Thy vigour of body,th) ſpirits,tby wit, | 

Are peſeft and [ound,and untroubiod yet. | 

Noꝝ then, u nom then, i ſaſeiy thou love, [7 

Mind chou, oh mind thou, thy Maker above, | 


M iſþend not a morning, ſe excellent cleare, 
Never (for even) was 27 ret 

Thy wox-tide of bfe bab bus lit delight, 
And ſorrows on ſerrom will follow at night: 


ow chen, ob, nom then, if ſafery thou love, 
Mind thou, oh mind thou, thy Maker above. 


rbu derenęth ani theſe Beaut ies that grace thee to day, 
To nora may periſh and vaniſh away. | 
Thy Wealth,or thy Pleaſ ies, or Friends that uc be, 
A waſte or deceiurj or bu trayters is thee. 

Now then, oh nowthen, &c. 

Mind thou, oh mind thou, &c. 
T by joynts are yet able, thy fintws un ſtock, 4 
” And marrow unvaſted, doth mem be. 
Thy youth = 2 eth tbe Man; 
And free paſſage, 
20 Now theo, oh as 4 4-4 


— — ew — eros 


—_*» 


But (truſt me) it will not for ever be ſs; 
Thoſe Armes that are mighty, ſhall feet ler grow. 
And, thoſe Legs, ſo proudly ſupporting hee, now, 
Wah Age or Diſeaſes, will lager and bow. 
Nov then, oh now then, &c, 


ben, all thoſe rare Featuret, vow gractſull in thee; 
I Shall ( plaugb d with Times furrows ) quite ruined bes 
And tbey who admired, and lov d thee fo much, 
"1 Shall loath, or forget thou hadft ever bin ſuch. | 
Nou then, ch now then, &c. | 


Thoſe treſſiso/ Haire, which thy youth do adorn, 
' Willlook lie the Meads in a Vinterly morn, 
And, where rid ind white intermixed did grow, 
Dull palene t, a dead!y complexion will ſbe w. 
ow then, oh now then, &c. 


bg — 
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. 


That Forhead imperions whirox we now Vitw, 

| Aſmontburfſe aud hi eneſſe enameld with bevy; 
Wil loeſe that perfection, which jouth nem maintains, 
And change it fr bolloxeneſſe, wrinckie:, and tains. 


Now then, oli now then, &c. 


a Thoſe Eares, tbau with Muſick didfi oft entertain, 
And charm with ſo many a delicate frain, 
May miſſeof i boſe pleaſurs, wherwith they are fed, 
Aud neuer bear Song more, when youth is once fitd, 
* Nowthen, oh now then, &c. | 


4 Theſe Eyes, which ſa many, {0 mb 6d admire, ; 
Aus with drauge offeftions [et thoujayds em fre: 
ry ſſe, which age will cauſſrain, 
Ir 


ver fee mortall; ao, never again, 
Now then, oh now then, &c. 


5 — Thoſe 


= 
F ̃ ² . ũ ü- 


Thoſe Lips, heren Beauty, ſo full diſcloſes, 


The colowr and ſweetueſſe of Rubies and Roſes; 
In flead of that but, will gaſtlineſſe weave, 
And none [ball beleroe, ection was there, 


Now oh now then, &c. 


Thy Teeth that Rood firmy, like Pearles iu a rum, 

Shall rotten, and ſcattered diſorderly grow: 

The Mouth, whoſe 

Shal rob'd of that ſweetneſſe, be prixed at noug be: 
Now then, oh now then, &c. 


That Gate, aua thoſe Geſtures, that win ibee ſuch grace, 
Till turne ts a feeble and ſtag gering pace. 

And then, that or'e mountains — nimbiy to day, 

Shale tumble at every rub in the way. 

& Now then, oh now then, &c. 


By theſe inper fellions, old age will prevaile, 
Thy marrow, thy ſinewes, and ſpuriti will ſaile. 
And nothing is left thee, when iboſe a. e once ſpent, 
To giae or thy ſelf; or anotber, content. 

Now then, oh now then, &c. 


Thoſe Fancies that full thee, with Dreames of delight, 

will trouble thy quiet,the comforileſſe wee. 

And thou, thae naw ſlacpeſ troubles away,, 

Sbelt bear, bow each Cockrell gives warning of day. 
Now then, oh now then, &c. 

They, Thou, that art yet totbouſands ſo diur, 

Of alt ſhall deſpis'd, or urgle fied appear. 

hich, when thas prey ft (theugh new pleaſant it be 

Thy life will be grievons end loathſome to thee, 
Now then, oh now then, &c. 


tion eartbt- wonder was thought, 
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That luſt which thy youth can ſo be dh forgoe, 
will leave thee; and leave thee, repentance and wor. 
And then in thy folly no ioy thos canſt bave, 
Nor bope other reſt, then a comfartleſſe grave. 

Now then, oh now then, &c- 


For, next ſhall thy Breath by quite taten away, 
Thy fleſh turn'd is duſt, aud that duſt turnd io clay; 
Ho thou baſt (ved, and hare of thy ſtore, 
leave thee, forget thee, and mind thee no more. 
Now then, o now then, &c. 


And yet, if in time thou remember not 1his, 
The ſlendyeſt part of thy ſorrow it is: 
Thy ſoule is a torture, wore fearful ſhal{wtnd, 
Hath ever, and (ver, and nevir an | 
Now then, oh, now then, if ſafetychou love, 
Mind thou, oh mind thou, thy Maket above. 


A Dreame: 


WA bright Phorbus at his veſt, 
1 as repoſed in the Weſt, 

And the cheer ſull doy light gene, 
Drew umeeicoms darkueſſe on; 

Night, ber blackneſſe, wrapt about me, * 

And within, m as without me. \ 
Therefore. on my tumbled bed, Nn 
Down I laid my troubled head: 
Where, mine tyes inar d io car, 


; Selderewus dio my wert. 


Tet, e · ir d of late, with 
Tben, by chance, they fella ſeeing. 


WV , Et fe” EI TEE” 


But, ſuch K 4 
2 e e 
or, 
Which, yet waking, make me ſad. 
Some can ſleep away their ſorrow; 
n doubles every morrow, 


* to a pleaſant Grove, 

( Vbere * op think 2 

I, met 4 place 

bir Flora's riches mat 
Prieweſe, Hyacimib, and Lill;er, 

Cowſlips, Vyleis, Daſfodillies, 


There, a Fountain, cloſe vefde, 

1, a matchleſſe Beauty 

So ſhe lay, as if ſhe ſept : 

Eut, much grief. her wihing kept. 
Ana, ſh1t had no ſef ter plow, 
Then the bard root of lilo. 


Down ber Cheehs,her tears did flow, 

(Which a grieved heart did ſbow ) 

Her fair as, the earth bebolding, 

And, ber arms, themſelves enfolding; 
Sbe, ber paſſion to betoken, 


Sigh'd, as if ber beart were croken. 


So grief me thought be ſbew'd, 
Tha ferrow it a : 
But, when neerer ber! my 

It increaſt my diſcomtent 

For, a gentle Nymph 

Who, me (long only 


LOA Gs a oa 
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Tlau, ſbe fake, as balfe aſhamed, 


E 


wouldſi 
And 1, for thy ſake,beve ſtays, 


Mau wann Spring, « Maid. 


Thru, the — 


ee 1 
But, a Lover, forc't ape m, 32 | 


By my friends, bath now wndene . 


| What, I waking dar d not ſhow , 4 
/ 1 In a Dreame, tbou now aduſt u: | 
But, to better my eſtate; 


Wh © foe 


 Certaine Verſes mritten to bis loving 
Friend, upon bis departure. 


S Witt Time, that will by no entreaty ſtay, 
Is now gone by, and ſummons me away. 

And, what my grieſe denyes my tongue to do, 

My true affection drives giy peo unto. 8 
Deare Heart; that day, and.chat (ad houre is come, 
In which, thy face 1 muſt be baniſlt from: | 
And goeto lie, where (peradicnture) we 
Hereafter muſt, for aye, divided be; 

Bor, twixt eur bodies, which nowcloſe are mer, 

A thouſand H. ls and — Gal be ſet / 

A thouſand Groves, a thouſanc weeping ing Spri 

And many thouſand other envious tbiuge, — 
Which, when we are departed, keep us may, 

From comming nearer, till our dy ing day. 

So theſe our hands, which thut, cach other touch, 
Shall never after his time do ſo much. 
Nor ſhall theſe eyes, which yet themſelyes delight, 
(With mutuall gazing on each othet light 

Be ever raiſed up again, ſo neare, 

To view each other in their proper ſpheare, 

Nor ere raign, through thoſe their Chriſtall orbes. 
Reade what lad paſſion, or poot ta diſlurbę. | 

* Which when we think upon, we. lcarce contain, 
Their fwclling Floud-gates; but a pearly rain 
Drops from thoſe plenzeous Springs: & forth. are ſent 
From thoſe ſad dungeons, where our hearts Are penty 
So many fighes; t hat, in aur parting, Gow, . , | 
A ftorme or P aſſions we muſt. vemture. 
V Vhoſe fury 


1 would ſtay an ſe f- att 
Before I went, in ſpight of ak 194 1448 
Sen ae ley balk, + * 


But that Tview ſome tokens, which fore-rell, 
Thar by delay, the Flouds will higher ſwellz 
And, whilſt to be divided, we are loth, 
Vvich ſome worſe perill, oyerwhelme us both, 

Oh! rather let us wiſely undergoe 
A ſorrow, that will daily leſſer grow; 

Tien ventere on a pleaſing wiſchicfe, which 
VVill unawares, our honeſt hearts bewitch : 
And bring us to ſuch paſſe (at laſt) that we 
Shall nete perceive it, till undone we be. 

I find your love; and ſo the ſame approve, 
That 1ſhill ever love you, for that love, 
And, am ſo covetous of ſuch deate pelte, 
That, for it, I could give away my ſelfe. 

And yet, I rather would go pine and dye, 
For want thereof; then live till you or l, 


Should give; or tave, one dram of chat delight 


Which is anothers; and ſo, mure — 

Our moſt unſtaind affection: which, hath y 

No inclination unto ill, in it. 
Nay (though it more unſufferable were) 

I would, ev'n that juſt liberty forbeare, 

Which honeſtfriendſhip is allow d to take: 

IfI perceiv'd, it meunape did make, 

To maſter my affections, or to goe 

On thole aftaires, that Reaſon eals me to. 
Thoſe Parents that diſcreer in loving be, 


When on their new. born child a Wen they ſee, 
Which may (perchance) in aftettime, diſgrace 


Ihe ſweet proportion of s louely face: 


(Although it wound their ſoules to heare the mone, 


And ſee che tortures of their pretty. ont) 

To weep a little tather ate content, 

Waila he endures the Surgeons Inſtruments 
M 2 


2 
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Then 
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| Thenſuffer tha foule blemiſh there, to ſpread; 
- Vmnillhis face be quite di 
& betwixt whoſe there is begot 


; Babe, — — beware, no ſpot 
Ip hrouꝑh our indulgent indi jon grow 
Thar may the b of our love ore-: ＋ 


Ler's rather be are a little diſcontent; 

And learn of Reaſon, thoſe things to pievent 
Which marre affection. That our friendſhip may 
VVaxe firmer, and mare lovely ev ry Day. 

I here is, indeed, to gentle hearts, no ſmarting, 
That is more torment to them then departing 
From thoſe they love. And doubtleſſe, if chat we 
VVere ſounitcd, as the mariied be; 

Oar bod ies at our parrure, would be ſo, 
As if each of them did a ſoule forgoe. 

But, in our fleſh; we are, and muſt remaiac 
Perpetuoll firangers . and our ſelves containe 
From that embrace, which marriage love allowes : 
Orelſe, I iniure yertue; — your vowes. 

And, for a ſhort unwon yplcaſure, marre. 

Thoſe rich contentments, which eternall are, 

Of which, I am in hope, that alwajes we 

Should in each others pteſence guiltleſſe be. 

But in our ablence (ſure 1 am) we ſhall 

Nor onely ſtill be 1nnecent of all, 

That ſimple folly, and chat over · ſight, 

To which, our meny frallties tempt us might: 

But, by this meanes ſhall alſo ſcape the bl t, 

VVherwith ill rongues our names would ſcek to ſpot. 
V Vhich it you teare, and would avoid the wrongs 

That may betall you by malitious tongues, 

Then ſcoke my abſence;for I have in that 

Vato my friends, been too unfortunate; 


Yer, 
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Yer, asl love faire-virtue, there is no man 57 
Ere heard me boaſt the fayqurs of a woman a 
To her diſhonoutʒ neithet (by my ſoule) 
Was | ereguilty of an Ad ſo foule, 
As ſome imagine Neither do | know 
That woman yer, with whom I might be ſo; 
For never kindneſſes to me were ſhow d, 
Which I dar'd think, for evill end beſtow d. > 
Nor ever, to this preſent houre, did 1 
Turne friendſhip, fayour, opportunitie; . 
(Or ought vouchſa eme) thereby to acquire 
Thoſe wicked ends which wantons do deſixe. 
For, whenſoever Juſt begun to flame, 
It was exringuiſhr, by true love, and ſhame. 

Bur, what would this my innocence prevaile, 
When your faire Name, detractiam (hould aflaile?: 
And how abhord ſhould I hereafter be, 
If you (ſhould ſuffer infamy by me 
You feare it not one halfe ſo much youſay, 
As youare loth | ſhould depart away: 
And hap will will, you think to be content, 
Whilſt Jam here; and you ſtill innocent. 
Indeed, thole friends approve I nor; vhich may 
By every ſlanderous tongue be talkt away: 
But yet, | like not him that will not ſtrive, } 
As much as in him iyeth, free to live, | 
From giving iuſt occaſions of offence : 
For, elſe be vainly brags of innocence. ' 
And ſy do we, unleſſe, that without blame 
We purpoſe with our love, to keep our fame; 

Then, Jet us pleaſed part; and though the dearneſſe 
Ofour aſtectie ny covers both a neareneſſe 
In vnd and body; let us willingly 
Beget a veriue of nexeſſuy. 


M3 ind 1} 
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ö And, fidce we muft betolive, * 
By ume and place divided; let us ſirive 
In the deſpi iu of time and diſtance, ſo 
Thar love of vertue may more perfect grow: 
And that this ſeparation, we lament, 4 
May make our meeting fuller of content. 
Berwixtour bodies (this lla not deny) 
There is adeare ſympathy; 
Which makes us mutually both 105, and grieve 
At there is cauſe. And farther, I believe, 
—— cy Ye 
They haveeach other in pofſefiion ſlill: 
Bur, that which in vs two, I Leve, dare name, 
Istwirt —— — fame, 
As nothi inguiſh nor obſcure, 
n 
No, not our abſence; nor that mighty ipace, 
Berwixt my hume, and your abiding place. 
For, ere youreyes, my eyes had euer ſcen, 
When many thouland — lay between, 
Our unknown bodies: And be fore that you 


Had ſeene my face, ot thought the ſame to view, 
— rs cy lay). 

Which ſhewes, our ſoules had then found out the way, 
To know each others And unſeen of ns, 

To make our bodies meet unthought of, thus: 

Then; much leſſe now, ſhall hill, or dale, or grove, 
Or, that great tract of ground which muſt remove 
My body from your there my ſoule canbine, 

To koep it back from yours; or yours from mine. 
Ney, mot e acquainted then they were, 

And actiue ſpigirs, that can any where 
Wirhin a moment meet. They to and fro, 

Mul erery minute to cack other go. 


3 


Will neither be oftence, nor cauſe of finne- 
Yea, whereazcarmall love, is ever colder, 

As youth deeayes; and as the fleſh growes older: 
And, when the body is diflolved, muſt 
Be buried with oblivion inthe duſt, 
we, then ſhall dearer grow: and chis ourlove, 
v Vhich now jmperfeR is, ſhall perfect prove, 
For, ther's no morrall power can rob true friends, 
Of that which nobleſt amiry atrends, 
Nor any ſeparation that is able, 
To make the virruous Levers miſerable. 
Since, when diſaſtersthreaten moſt deiection, 
Their Goodxeſſe maketh ſtrongeſt their affeRion, 
And, that which works inotbers loves, denial}; 
In them, more noble makes it, by the tryall. 

Tis true, that when we part, we know not wherher 
Theſe bodies ſhall, for ever, meet rogerher; 
As you have ſaid Yer, wherfore ſhould we grieve, 


] Sincc, ve a better meeting do believe ? 


If we did alſo knuve, that when we die, 

This love ſhould periſh everlaſtingly. 

And that we muſt as bruitiſh creatures do, 

I ofe with our bodies, all our dearneſſe to: 

Our ſeparation, then, a ſorrow were, 

Which mortall heart had never power to beate. 
And we ſhould faint and die, to think upon 

The paſſions would be felt, when 1 were 

Bur, ſceing in the ſoule, our Jore is plac'r; 

And (ſeeing) ſoules ofdeatk ſhall never raft : 
No Death can end our love. Nay, when we dye, 
Out ſoules (that now in chaines andferters hye) 
Shall meer more freely, to perrake chat joy, 


Compard to whichy our friendfhip's but a toy. 


And, we ſhall love, with that deare love, wheria - _ | 
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And, for each bitterneſſe, in this out love, 


V ve ſhall a theuland ſweet conte ntments prove. — 
Meane while, we, that (together living) may — 
Through humane weakneſles be led aſtray ; You 


(And unawares, make then affection foule, 


VVhich virtue, yet keeps blameleſſe in the ſoule) — 
By Abſence ſhall preſerved be, as cleane, | | 7 Y 
As to be kept (in our beſt thoughts) we meane, — 
And, in out Prayeis for each other, ſhall _ 
Give, and receive more kindnefles, then all Th 
The world can yceld us. And when other men 8 
VV hole love is carnall, are tormented, when 1 
Death cals them hence. becaule they tobbed be L | 
Of all theix hope (for evermote) ro ſee — 
The obicd; of their Love we ſhall avoid | An 
That bitter anguiſh whei with they are cloyd, Mit 


And, whenſoere it happens, thou, or], 
Shall feele the time approaching us to dye; 
It ſhall not grieve us at cur lateſt breath, 
To mind each other on the bed of death: 
(Becauſe of any overſight, orfinne, 
VVherof we gu.lty in our ſoules have bio) 
Nor vill deach feare us, cauſe we ſhall perceive 
That theſe contentments, which we had not le we 
To take now we are living; ſhall be gaind 
V Vhen out unpriſon'd ſoules ſhall be unchaind. | 
Nay rather wiſh to dye, we might poſſeſle 
The ſweerfruition of that happineſle, 
V Vhichwe ſhall then receive, in the petſection 
Of Nim, that is the fulnefle of A ffectiom 
If Tune prevented not, I had in ſtore 

Io comfort thee, ſo many Reaſons wore, 
That thou would leave to grieve,al:hough we ſhould 
Each others perſons never more behold, 


But, 


Bur, thete is hope. And then, that know you may, 
True Friends can in their abſence find the way. 

To compaſſe their conrentments; whom they love: 
You ſhall ere long, the power ic hath, approve. 

| Meane while, you ſtill are deare; yea, live or dye, 

| My ſoule ſhall love you everlaftingly. 

And howſoere, there ſeem ſuch caule of ſorrow; . 
Yer, thoſe that part, and think to meet to morrow, 
Deal may divide to night; And, as before, 

Their Feare was leſſe, their Grizfe will be the mote, 
Since therfore,whetherfarT live, or nigh, 

There is in meeting an uncertainty. 

Let us, for that which ſureſt is, provide. | 

| Parrlikethoſe friends, whom nothing can divide; 
And, fince we Lovers firſt became, that we, 

Might to our power each ethers comfort be 

Lers not the ſwectneſſe ef our love deſtroy; 

Bur, turue theſe weeping: into reares of ioy. 

On which condition, I de give thee, this, 
| To be both M ine, and Sorrowes parting · kiſſe. 


| DAA ET. 
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. * be three or foure Songs in this Poem 


falſely affirmed to be Correfled and An 
for hu owne advantage; and without the ſaid Au- 


fore you hau ſcene them formerly in tbeſt cen 


finde them againe in therr proper places; and in 1 


The Stationers Poſtſcri pt. 


aforegoing, which were ſtallen from the An- | 
thor, and heretofore impertinently imprinted in 
an imperfelÞ and erroniou ¶ bpit, foobiſply intilu- 
led His Works; which tbe Stationer hath there 1 
thors knowledpe,or reſpett ta hu credit. If ther» 


terfet impreſſions, let it not be offen/ive — . 


thr Poeme to which they appertaine. 


Vale. | 


